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I M From fake grindhouse trailer to feature-length 
* ^ gorefest, Jason Eisener’s ultra-violent 
Hobo with a Shotgun finally blasts its way into 
theatres. Here’s the story of how one grindhouse 
fanatic made a big bang, 

PLUS! An interview with star Rutger Hauer. * 
by STUART R ANDREWS and JOHN W. BOWEN 
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^ After nearly 25 years, ^ 

^ ' Clive Barker returns to • 

We//ra/ser in a new comic book. As he .* ^ 

and co-writer Christopher Monfette ^ 
explain. Pinhead walks a darker ' 
path. _ i 

PLUSiAguidetotheWe/Zra/serfilm , f, 

franchise. f j ^ \ 

by APRIL SNELLINGS / ^ 

and TREVOR TUMINSW 
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I From slightly chilling 

^ ales to paralyzing 

stouts, flue Worgue samples 
ten of the most bloodcurdling 
beers on the market today, 
by OAN MURPHY 
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The creators of Satv return to their low-budget 
roots with Insidious- a terrifying, original take on 
the haunted house movie. Interviews with director 
James Wan. screenwriter Leigh Whannell and 
, composer/onscreen demon Joseph Bishara, 

by DAVE ALEXANDER and LtlSA LAOOUCEUR 
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I f I were to organize the types of things that scare me by intensity, I could visualize them in the form of 
a pyramid. At the bottom would be Fiction; all those horror movies, books and other forms of art that I 
know can't actually harm me and that I seek out for thrills. On top of that would be Reality: my everyday 
existence in which the occasional thing genuinely frightens me. such as walking down a dark alley, 
nearly getting into a car accident or perhaps reading a news story about a deadly new disease. Above that 
would be Nightmares: my nocturnal subconscious occasionally assaulting me with all manner of horrors drawn 
from both reality and fiction. I’ve had nightmares about drowning, monster attacks, family members returning 
from the grave and a grizzly bear tearing its way into my childhood home, trying to eat me. 1 recall one partic- 
ularly vivid bad dream in which someone I was close to, who had betrayed me in real life, had tied me to a 
chair on a stage and was literally ripping my face off in front of a crowd full of my friends and family. With 
physical fears, emotional angst, real-life danger and supernatural horrors all conspiring to terrorize me in the 
theatre of the mind, what could top Nightmares on this pyramid? 

There is one thing: Old Hag Syndrome. 

Old Hag Syndrome is the colloquial name used in Newfoundland for what is more commonly known as sleep 
paralysis. According to articles I've read, it's a phenomenon that happens at least once to approximately 15 to 
60 percent of people (depending on what research you read), and regularly to a very small percentage of 
people with sleep disorders. It’s happened to me on three occasions that I recall very clearly. 

The first (and worst) occasion was during my teenage years while I was sleeping alone in the basement of 
my grandmother's house. In the middle of the night I woke up, barely able to breathe, as if something was 
pushing down on my chest: across the room I saw a dark, cloaked figure standing in the doorway. Immediately 
gripped by fear, I tried to move but my limbs were frozen. I was able to look around, I could hear the guttural 
workings of the furnace and I could see the outline of my body beneath the blankets, but no matter how des- 
perately I tried to will myself into action, my limbs would not obey. 

The panic was unbearable. My heart was racing, I was gasping, and when I tried to scream, my mouth 
opened but nothing came out. After what seemed like minutes but was probably only seconds, it broke. I re- 
gained control of my faculties and the figure had disappeared. I turned on the light, shut the bedroom door 
and sat on the edge of the bed hyperventilating. It took me the better part of an hour to calm down enough to 
try sleeping again. While nightmares fade, this experience has remained lodged in my memories like a black 
thorn. 

Sleep paralysis is a rare occurrence that happens in a mixed state of consciousness and unconsciousness, 
when you're partly awake during REM sleep (that time when you dream), either when waking up or falling 
asleep. It's like experiencing all of the seemingly real horrors of a nightmare with the actually real physical 
horrors of paralysis and asphyxiation. Top of the pyramid for sure. 

With an effect so profound, it's no surprise that many cultures have their own versions of Old Hag Syndrome, 
related to demons, spirits or other supernatural entities pushing down on one’s chest at night. For example, in 
Swahili, there is the '“jinamizi," a creature on one's chest that restricts breathing: Persians refer to a “bakhtak," 
which is a dark, ghostly entity that sits on people’s chests while they dream; and Swedish, Icelandic and Old 
Norse folk tales refer to a nightmare-causing succubus called a “Mara.” It’s also been suggested that sleep 
paralysis has been misinterpreted as alien abduction or witchcraft (including fuelling the Salem Witch hysteria) 
and has even killed people, which seems likely when I recall how hard my heart was pounding. 

The most famous depiction of it can be seen in Henry Fuseli’s 1781 painting The Nightmare, which shows 
an unconscious woman with a demon sitting on her chest, as a black horse with white eyes looks on (seeing 
glowing eyes is another reported element of sleep paralysis). As you can read in our Classic Cut (p.70), the 
painting has been hugely influential to the horror genre. When I see my pyramid of terror in my mind's eye, I 
visualize Fuseli's demon perched at the top, lording over my fears. 

If you subscribe to the philosophy of Carl Jung, you probably view sleep paralysis as an example of our “col- 
lective unconsciousness" in which all of humanity shares certain archetypes - an explanation for why so many 
people across space and time could have such a similar experience of seeing an old hag-type figure. I find the 
idea that there's a common biological process (a sleeping malfunction) that makes all of humanity susceptible 
to the same terrifying experience absolutely astounding. 

It seems to me that if our bodies are capable of generating such terror, then we really do have a natural 
darkness inside all of us. Whether we suppress it or embrace it is irrelevant. The worst of it waits for us in the 
doorway between sleep and consciousness. 
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I DIDN’T SEE THE ORIGINAL / Spit on Your Grave 
until 2QQ^ , when I fell In love with it. Eight years ear- 
lier, I had woken up to a knife to my neck and a serial 
rapist on top of me. He had broken into my apartment 
while I slept. He raped me. I think he wanted to kill 
me but not In my apartment. Luckily. I was able to 
convince him to take my money, work cheque and 
jewellery and leave. The bullshit I went through after 
the rape - going to three different hospitals to get a 
rape exam, the cops telling me that I didn’t lock my 
door and asking what I had been wearing {but not tak- 
ing the clothes as evidence), them never catching the 
guy - all made sure I got fucked a second time by the 
US /njustice system. I tell this hue story of surviving a 
rape so you understand that when a movie comes out 
that shows a survivor taking her revenge, well, I get 
a little catharsis. After the rape, I had several fantasies 
of finding the rapist and giving him what I knew he 
deserved. I will never have that satisfaction, but while 
watching both the original and the remake of / Spit 
on Your Grave, I got a small bit of satisfaction, even 
though i know it's only a work of fiction. Rape scenes 
in movies are hsffd to watch, but I hope they give peo- 
ple a small glimpse into the real horror that rape sur- 
vivors go through. I thought the first / Spit on Your 
Grave was genius, and I loved the remake even more! 
For people who are callous to rape survivors, I want 
to ask them to imagine it happening to their mother, 
sister, aunt, grandmother, girlfriend, wife or them- 
selves, then maybe they would have a little empathy. 

RENAE BRYANT - CORONA, CALIFORNIA 

ro LIKE TO CONGRATULATE Dave Alexander on 
the excellent defense of the horror genre in his 
Note From Underground (RMMIOS). when he ripped 
into the utterly pretentious new term “elevated 
genre." How dare director Matt Reeves patronize 
and essentially dismiss the genre by describing his 
remake of Let the Right One In with: "The best 
thing about elevated genre stories is that they’re 
always about something else.” What a load of bol- 
locks. Horror has always had deep roots in, 
amongst other things, psychological analogy, 
socio-political allegory, dysfunctional romance, 
twisted sexuality and, of course, satire and black 
comedy. It seems younger filmmakers and critics 
are trying to be media savvy by coining new turns 
of phrase in order to sound hip. What it actually il- 
lustrates is their ignorance and arrogance. As Dave 
writes, “die edges tell us a lot about the centre.” 
Gareth Edwards’ Monsters was my favourite movie 
of last year. Chuck Zuber from Detroit [RMfflOS's 
Post-Mortem] has no idea what he’s talking about! 
What’s wrong is that it was completed snubbed by 


the Academy at this year's Oscars. Now that indeed 
smacks of elevated arrogance! 

BRYN TILLY - SYDNEY, AUSTRALIA 

LIBRARY OF THE DAMNED in spoke to 

many of my frustrations with genres in general, not 
just horror. Vampire/zombie fatigue, mash-ups (I didn't 
read Pride and Prejudice and Zombies when it came 
out, I admit, but my gut sensed something evil and ad 
nauseam on the horizon), rehashed and underbaked 
ideas, plush Cthulhu dolls - it’s all very depressing. 
But I don’t agree that it’s all doom and gloom for the 
genre. I think it's part of a larger cycle. After all, the 
regurgitated pulps of the ’20s and ’30s gave way to 
Bradbury and Matheson, and Universal almost had to 
make Frankenstein Meets the Wolf Man and Son of 
Dracula before there could be a Val Lewton. But Mon- 
ica's solution is spot on. Genre fans should have more 
self-respect and respect for the genre will follow. 

BRIAN J. SHOWERS - DUBUN, IRELAND 

THE ANTl-HOUDAY ISSUE, RMffIOZ, is one Of the 
best yet. Loved the ^cle on Eerie Publications. As a 
young teen, i used to hate those comics; I only bought 
them when the superior Warren books were not to be 
found. To Eerie’s credit, their covers did inspire some 
pretty wicked nightmares. Then again, that might be 
blamed on Hormel [canned meat products]. Also, the 
Classic Cut on The Twelve Terrors of Christmas was 
the perfect way to end a perfect issue. Only Ed Gorey 
could see bat wings in holly leaves. 

FRED R. KANE - ADDRESS WITHHELD 



EDUCATORS ARE CONTINUALLY encouraged to 
teach using material that students can relate to, or 
find interest in. Unfortunately, in public schools there 
is very little for the horror lover, because a great deal 
of the material would be deemed ‘‘inappropriate" for 
a classroom setting. So, I just wanted to thank you for 
a couple recent articles, because as a horror fan I con- 
tinuously come up empty-handed when trying to lo- 
cate interesting material for my high school English 
class, and I was quite excited to have found applicable 
material in my favourite magazine. Rue Morgue. Both 
“Ghoulish Grins: The History of the Jack-o’-Lantem" 
by Last Chance Lance (RM#105i and “Krampus 
Comes Calling" by James King and Alice Jaroschek 
(RMfflOT) were an awesome addition to my current 
unit of study. My students were much more willing to 
locate a thesis statement when the content was so 
interesting. I think it’s really great that Rue Morgue 
offers the gore and gratuitous violence that I desire, 
but from time to time also provides me with suitable 
classroom material! Keep up the great work, and 
blanks! 

EVELYN CONLEY - MURRAY, KENTUCKY 

TRUE HORROR FANS are tired of wimpires and glit- 
terpires. Ever since Interview with a Vampire, our 
beloved creatures of the night have become less and 
less scary. Who can truly cower in fear from an angst- 
ridden teenager pining away for a whiny, self-loathing 
teen? Dracula would walk into the sunlight if he saw 
what his brethren of bie night have become. Enter the 
zombie. Small chance of these flesh-eating, rotting 
undead becoming a love objects. We see all kinds of 
rationalizations about mass consumerism, fear of 
being a faceless part of the herd and other mumble 
jumble about why people love zombie movies, but 
the truth is we are horror fans! We want to see 
something that scares us. We want blood and horror 
and fear and all that good stuff. TV series like The 
Walking Dead balance out stuff like The Vampire Di- 
aries. So thank you all who are giving us our mon- 
sters back. For finding the way to our hearts and 
brrrrrrains again. 

TONY RESENDES - SWIFT CURRENT, 
SASKATCHEWAN 
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NEWS HIGHLIGHTS 4*^ HORROR HAPPENINGS, 


BALTIMORE POE MUSEUM TO OPEN NEVERMORE? 




Time may be running short for Edgar Allan Poe 
devotees wanting to worship at the Baltimore shrine 
of the author of “The Raven” and “The Masque of 
the Red Death." While Baltimore’s Edgar Allan Poe 
House & Museum has been a place of pilgrimage for 
fans such as Stephen King and Vincent Price, the 
museum's fate seems grave indeed. 

The city’s debt-wracked Department of Plan- 
ning has run the museum since 1977. But Balti- 
more has been plagued by crime and poverty for 
years, so keeping open an admittedly cultish 
tourist attraction in a dodgy part of town has 
made it a target in the municipal budget. Jeffrey 
A. Savoye, secretary treasurer and webmaster of 
the Edgar Allan Poe Society of Baltimore, says that 
rumours about the closure had been swirling for 
months prior to official word coming down this 
past January. He thinks the city's decision is 
awful, although he understands it. 

“They’re in panic mode," he says. “There aren't 
any really good solutions available to them. I feel 
sorry for them having to make decisions like this, 
but it is absolutely short-sighted because if this 
is all they do, it's a permanent downward trajec- 
tory. Eventually the city will be nothing but a sta- 
dium and slums.” 

Although bom in Boston, Poe had a longstanding 
relationship with Baltimore. Besides living there off 
and on, he ccHJrted and married his wife Virginia in 
the city, published his first proper book (AlAaraaf, 
Tamerlane and Minor Poemdi there, and died at 
Washington College Hospital on October 7, 1849. 
The city influenced his work greatly, with his short 
story “Berenice” inspired by news reports of Balti- 
more graves being desecrated by local dentists in 
search of perfect teeth to study. 

The museum is housed in a small two-and-a- 
half storey brick duplex located at 203 Amity 
Street, in West Baltimore. It was built around 1 830 




and remains the oldest standing 
structure in which Poe resided. 

He moved in at the age of 23 
and is thought to have written 
several poems and stories there, 

Including “Berenice,” “Morelia” 
and “The Visionary.” He also 
married Virginia there in a secret 
ceremony on September 22, 

1835. 

The house, Savoye admits, is 
in a “very economically de- 
pressed area" of a city whose 
criminal life has been the sub- 
ject of TV shows The Wire and 
Homicide: Life on the Street. 

“A lot of people are afraid to 
visit the Poe House. It's not neces- 
sarily reasonable or a good thing, 
but a lot of people are afraid to go 
there. I hear it all the time. “ 

While the house Itself is die 
main attraction, it also contains a 
number of items presumed to 
have been used by the author, in- 
cluding a telescope, a davelling 
desk and a sextant. Displayed on 
the second floor is a set of Gustave 
Dore’s 1884 illustrations for Poe’s “The Raven." 
Other exhibits include a reprint of his literary ex- 
ecutor Rufus Griswold’s infamous smear of an 
obituary (“Death of Edgar A. Poe”), and several 
bottles of cognac left at Poe’s grave over the years 
by the so-called “Poe Toaster." It was designated 
a National Historic Landmark In 1 972. 

But unless an alternate source of funding is 
found or the city can be convinced that the clo- 
sure would not be in its best interests, Balti- 
more’s Poe House will be shuttered by early 
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£A Poe House; The city of Baltimore plans to tiose the museum. 


2012. Savoye realizes that the writer’s legacy will 
continue with or without the museum but thinks 
its closure will be a significant loss to Baltimore. 

“It is one of die few positive things you he^ about 
the city. How much publicity does die city get for vi- 
olence and poverty? Outside of howeverthe Ravens 
[Baltimore's football team - named after the famous 
Poe poem] might be doing [in] a particular season, 
there’s not a lot of good news.” 

For more information, visit eapoe.org. 

SEAN PLUMMER 
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m mmsam : a grand guignol anthology film • 



Douglas Buck describes his segment, “The Accident, ” as "Oioughtful and sensitive . " 


The curtain’s rising on a tribute to the epic 
bioodletting of Grand Guignol theatre in the form 
of a new omnibus film called The Theatre Bizarre. 

Anthology films are a time-honoured horror tra- 
dition, but it was the non-macabre art house curio 
Aria (1987) that initially inspired co-director/co- 
producer David Gregory to develop The Theatre 
Bizarre for Metaluna Productions and Severin 
Films. In Aria, several directors (including Nicolas 
Roeg; Don't Look A/ow) created short films with 
an interconnecting theme, similar budgets and 
complete creative freedom. While editing a fea- 
turette about that production, Gregory concluded 
that horror suited the concept better and, some 
years later, he decided to pursue the project with 
his film school buddy Daryl Tucker. 

"I’d like to think The Theatre Bizarre is a horror 
movie that lets its filmmakers’ ideas run rampant 
without interference from the boardroom,” Gre- 
gory explains. “This is why we love horror in the 
first place. Restriction of ideas has no place in 
this genre, but it seems to be all over it these 
days. The Theatre Bizarre allows some of the 
most twisted voices to speak without compro- 
mise.” 

Tucker raised the budget and the pair soon 
partnered with like-minded French producer Fab- 
rice Lambot {Dying God). All the segments of The 
Theatre Bizarre had identical budgets and sched- 
ules. and the filmmakers were given full freedom 
to create something unique. The only creative 
stipulation was that each had to incorporate ele- 
ments of, or refer to, the Grand Guignol. 

The lineup includes Tom Savini’s “Wet 
Dreams,” about an unhappily 
married psychiatric patient and 
his gut-wrenching nightmares; 

Richard Stanley’s adaptation of 
Clark Ashton Smith’s short story 
“The Mother of Toads,” a Love- 
craftian yarn starring Catriona 
MacColl (The Beyonctf as a sor- 
ceress; and Douglas Buck’s al- 
legorical “The Accident," which 
involves a little girl and a terri- 
ble calamity. Segments by 
Karim Hussain (Subconscious 
Cruelty. Gregory (Plague Town) 
and Buddy Gtovinazzo (Combat 
Shock) round out the roster. 


Of course, no anthology film would be com- 
plete without a wraparound segment. Directed 
by Jeremy Kasten (The Wizard of Gore remake), 
the one for The Theatre Bizarre involves a 
woman who mysteriously becomes the sole au- 
dience member in an abandoned theatre “for a 
bizarre series of vignettes played out by automa- 
tons and engineered by their creator, a vagrant 
puppeteer. Ultimately, she learns the terrible 
price she has to pay for giv- 
ing the stories life,” Gregory 
reveals. 

The episodes’ shooting lo- 
cations ranged from Con- 
necticut to Berlin and were 
often dictated by where the 
individual directors lived. But 
those settings were also in- 
spirational. Stanley, for one, 
lives in the French Pyrenees, 
and legends from the area 
influenced his story. 

For Buck, however, inspi- 
ration came from the Grand 
Guignol theme itself. “In 


thinking of a story, I started to wonder why 
something like the Grand Guignol theatre existed 
in the first place, and on a larger scale, why hor- 
ror - and horrific images - in the arts are always 
popular? Why do we need to stare at. and 
fetishize, such extreme images in the arts when 
there is so much horror in the real world? This 
was what I was looking to explore.” 

But the Grand Guignot’s bloody excess isn’t the 
film’s sole raison d'etre ior its directors. While 
Buck describes “The Accident” as graphic, he 
also hopes that it's “somewhat thoughtful and 
sensitive." Concocting revolting images is easy, 
he notes, but sensitivity is ultimately required to 
really give a disturbing resonance and haunting 
quality to them. 

“Providing a visceral experience is an impor- 
tant component - one which The Theatre Bizarre 
will have in spades!” he promises. “But, for me, 
it’s not enough. I like my horror to hurt and to 
stay with me.” 

The Theatre Bizarre wiW hit Cannes in May and 
then tour the film festival circuit before its re- 
lease in the US and other territories. 

JUSTIN HUMPHREYS 
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youtube.com/watch ?v=QNwCojCJ3-Q 
{search: “meow”) 

Sure, you've seen countless zombie apocalypses 
onscreen, but have you ever seen a zombie kitten 
apocalypse? Thought not. This animated short by 
Sarah Brown and Cyriak Harris is cute, creepy, 
completely ludicrous and quite possibly seizure- 
inducing, Watch at your own risk. 


museumofthewe(rd.com 


(ILLER SHREWS KETURN AFTER FIVE DECADES 

Recently, we’ve been living through a new age of creature features, thanks largely to Syfy's schlock renaissance 
featuring Mega Shark and its kin. Now that resurgence includes a sequel to The Killer Shrews, the 1 959 Ray Kellogg 
film famously maligned on Mystery Scierjce Theater 3000 for featuring costumed dogs as the title creatures. 

Entranced by the movie since finding it at Blockbuster in the late ’80s, Illinois director Steve Latshaw {Vampire 
Trailer Parkj is now in pre-production on Rehjm of the Killer Shrews. James Best, best known as Rosco P. Coltrane 
on TV’s The Dukes ofHazzard, starred in the original and will return for the sequel. After interviewing Best in 1 989, 
Latshaw befriended the actor and had an epiphany. 

“I noticed lobby cards for Killer Shrews and it clicked," recalls Latehaw. “I thought, ‘My god, I would love to do 
a sequel to that movie with Jimmy.”’ 

The idea gestated for years until the pair realized that Syfy was the project’s ideal home. The channel agreed. 
Joining Best in the sequel are Dukes ofHazzarda\mn\ John Schneider and Rick Hurst, country singer MelTillis 
and Jennifer Lyons ( Transylmania). Principal photography is expected to begin in LA this month, with a finished 
product slated for year’s end. As for the titular beasts, they’ll be mostly CGI creations this time around. 

“The creatures themselves are based loosely on the original design," says Latshaw. “They're still roughly the 
size of a dog, but they won’t quite run like a dog - it’ll be more a spidery sort of run. I wanted to get something as 
creepy looking as the bat-rat-spider in The Angry Red Planet” 

Still, the original’s infamous dogs-dressed-as-shrews won’t be completely absent “There’s actually a scene 
where there is a dog dressed as a shrew that is a direct homage to ttie film," reveals Latshaw. “It’s going to be 
ridiculous.” 

A.S. BERMAN 

ENTRAILS 


Get your daily cryptozoology scoop and the rest of 
your news of the weird at the official website for 
Austin, Texas’ Museum of the Weird. The frequently 
updated Weird Weekly News blog can be enjoyed 
by morbid fact fiends and UFO conspiracy theorists 
alike. See something strange today. 

comicsmakekidsevil.coin 
This black and white online comic, by Christian 
Sager and EC Steiner, offers up an alternative his- 
tory for tiie formation of the 1 954 Comics Code Au- 
thority, one which sees horror-hooked children 
mutating into hideous, fleshy monsters - but still 
begs to ask. who's the real bad guy here? Art imi- 
tates life, and pokes fun at it. 

serialkillercaiendar.com/VHSWASTELAND 
Whether you're a true blue videotape connoisseur 
or simply have a sweet spot for the weird video re- 
leases of the '70s and '80s. the VHS Wasteland blog 
will keep your eyeballs satiated v^ ite demented 
high-res VHS covers of equally demented 6-movie 
fare {Circuitry Man. anyone?) So bad it's bitchin’. 

gameshed.com/Scary-Games/Free- Icecream/ 

In this free online Flash game, you are a kidnapped 
child who must escape the house of the sadistic 
masked slasher who’s holding you prisoner. This in- 
volves a combination of puzzle-solving and hiding 
when tire knife-wielding psycho is nearby... lest you 
become Little Miss Minced Meat. 

Compiled by MONICA S. KUEBLER 
Got a Roadkili suggestion? Email a bnk to roadhilienie-morgue.coni 


3 After 56 years, the US Comics Code Authority lost its 
final client in February when Archie Comic Publications 
abandoned the self-regulation imposed by the CCA Cre- 
ated in 1954 in response to the congressional hearings 
that gutted EC and cither horror comic lines, the code 
intermittently nixed the depiction of violence, blood, nu- 
dity and supernatural themes. However, it became in- 
creasingly Irrelevant during the 1 9808 when publishers 
launched “direct market” titles, which catered exclu- 
sively to serious comic collectors. 

3 Spain’s Nacho Certik (The Abandoned) is set to direct 
an English-language adaptation of the 2006-07 French 
comic series I Am Legion. The $1 5-million movie, with 
a script by Richard Stanley {Hardware), sees Nazis seek- 
ing to transform a ten-year-old female vampire into their 
secret weapon during WWII. Shooting is expected to 
commence in late 201 1 in Eastern Europe. 

3 WWII continues to rage on in the forthcoming film 
Frankenstein's Army, in which Russian forces assemble 
reanimated super soldiers based on the notes of Dr. 
Frankenstein, discovered in a Nazi lab. The feature is to 
be written and directed by Richard Raaphorst, who first 
tested the concept in a previous incarnation called Worst 
Case Scenario, which ceased production in mid- 2009 
due to financing issues. Frankenstein's Army is ex- 
pected to begin shooting this spring in Prague and Am- 
sterdam. 


3 For those tired of waiting for Japanese horror flicks 
to hit North America, Japan Flix online distribution serv- 
ice (Japanflix.com) promises to expand your viewing 


choices \/\^ titles such as Teketeke, Shisei: The Tatbxjer 
and Claimer: Case 1. You can rent ($3.99/$4.99 for HD) 
or purchase ($9.99/81 2.99 HD) the films through iTunes; 
otirer means of digital distribution are also in the works. 

3 In March, rumours were still whizzing around the in- 
ternet that Tom Cruise was as good as signed to 
Guillermo del Toro’s 3-D cinematic adaptation of HP 
Lovecraft’s At the Mountains of Madness when the di- 
rector set things straight he’s walked away from the 
project over Universal’s refusal to cough up $1 50 million 
for an R-rated film, even with James (iameron attached 
as producer. (They wanted a more family-friendly rating 
for that budget.) Del Toro says he’s now tackling Warner 
Bros’ Pacific Rim, a project that reportedly will allow the 
Pan's Labyrinth creator to go wild designing monsters, 
with shooting to begin in September. 

3 January and February were rough on the pioneers of 
the horror and exploitation industry. Barry Hobart, who 
hosted horror movies in the ’70s and ’80s as Dr. Creep 
on Dayton, Ohio'sWKEF-TV’sS/JOCfcTTieaferand Club- 
house 22 programs, died January 14. He was 68. 
Charles Sellier Jr. - director of 1984’s Silent Night 
Deadly Night and executive producer of tire 1 982 TV 
adaptation of The Fall of the House ofU^er- died Jan- 
uary 31 at 67. finally, on February 1 4, David F. Friedman 
- producer of the HG Lewis classic Blood ftasf (1963) 
and //sa;She WolfoftheSS{\97S), and executive pro- 
ducer of Two Thousand Maniacs {\ 964) and its sequels, 
and Color Me Blood Red (1 965) - died of heart failure 
at age 87. 

AS. BERMAN 
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THE PEOPLE OF PERSEVERANCE 
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DARK 


NOW ON DVD 


R RESTRICTED ^ 


Available at amazon.com 


one 


When a drought-stricken farming community 
resorts to human sacrifice to bring healing rains 
to their land, a terrible curse is unleashed, that 
haunts their bloodlines for generations. 




CREEPSH0W2 

VEHICUUR BUMSLAU6HTER 


9 HOBO WITH A SHOTGUN 

SKID ROW SHOVEL SLUSHIE 


3 STREET TRASH 

• ROT POTATO WITH BRONSON'S JOHNSON 


C.H.U.O. 

TOXIC OERELICT DE-EVOLUTION 


THE RETURN OF THE LIVING DEAD 

TRASH DINES ON STREET MEAT 


FRIOAYTHE13THPART2 

CRAZY RALPH'S CHOKE-CHAIN 


G In The Return of the Living Deadthe flopping body parts effects were created by placing bat- 
I tery-powered sex toys inside tfie foam limbs. 

I When a Lincoln Heights, Ohio, woman was recently arrested on charges of arson, she claimed 
S that the fire had been set during a ritual in which she was trying to remove the Devil’s pres- 
I ence from various items in the house. 

■ Actor Brian Cox, who played killer Or. Hannibal Lecktor [sic] in 1986’s Manhunter, drew inspira- 
I tion for his portrayal of the character from real-life Scottish serial killer/sexual predator Peter 
I Manuel, who'd been nicknamed the Beast of Birkenshaw by the press. 

I Doctors recently traced the only two cases of bubonic plague in the US in 201 0 to plague-car- 
I lying fleas that were introduced to the victims’ beds via their pet dogs. 

In the 1 970s, National Lampoon maga^ ne spoofed vampires with a politically incorrect comic 
strip titled ’‘Dragula," which featured a homosexual bloodsucker who could shape-shift into an 
ankle-biting French poodle. 


Parry Romberg syndrome is a rare condition in whit^ a person’s immune system attacks his or 
her own body, causing, amongst other symptoms, one side of the sufferer's face to atrophy. 


David Cronenberg originally wanted to cast Sissy Spacek as the lead in 1 977’s Rabid but the 
studio fett that she wasn’t an appropriate choice for the role due to her Texan accent. 

Last year, the city of Providence, Rhode Island, granted a local funeral home a liquor license to 
open an Irish pub on the premises. 

Nosferatu actor Max Schreck had tire right name for the genre biz. In German (his native 
tongue), the word “schreck" means sudden fear or horror. 

A 33-year-old Cincinnati man and his father have been charged with involuntary manslaughter 
and reckless homicide after the family matriarch was found dead in a filthy bed, covered with 
maggots that the autopsy determined had begun feeding on her while she was still alive. 

October 31 , a.k.a. Samhain, was first celebrated by the Celts (800 B.C. - A.D. 500) to mark the 
end of summer/end of the Celtic year, complete with eerie folklore about mischievous super- 
natural creatures and the dead returning to life. 

Earlier this year, a gang of teenaged robbers hit a Florida residence and stole electronics, jew- 
ellery and an urn that they thought contained cocaine. However, when they attempted to snort 
its contents, tirey quickly discovered their 
man and his two dogs. 









Previews! 


IjliCONVENTIONS FOR FANS OF DARK ENTERTAINMENT 
single day admission , <• « ,as. —.MdOdB 

iffllrriotlfLas Hngeies Hirpart 
^ S8SS UiBSl Cenrufy ^Blvd. 


LamAGrlo 

Bava 

Sergio 

Slivalelli 

CIiarlBS 

Cypliars 

Nancy 

Loomis 

Tom 

Savini 

Him niHNY inoHE 
cmebrity Guests! 




_ InToriinatM 

irdOflHHIiliilllSillBil 


THE , fir 

TmtHcm^A 

betithAts w 


Mian Enlerlainnianl’s 

o 


Hppearing Live: 

Jolin 

Carponlor 

Bsia 
Brgenlo 

BarDara 








'uncommon 

MEN FROM 

MAf?5/) 


zombie 


tfmpoRARY 


rilllSTR«TfO«S BY MfTCW O COWHEll 


P0IZINW1NE 

S80 

The English poet John Milton ob- 
served that it was Bacchus, ancient god 
of unhoty piss-ups, that first “crushed the 
sweet poison of misused wine" out of a 
handy bunch of grapes. But for whatever 
sweet purpose you’re misusing Poizin, 
this full-flavoured Californian Zinfandel 
will hit the spot. Down something deadly 
atarmida.com. 


TEMPORARY ZOMBIE 
lAnDOS 

$10.95 

Your love for the shambling dead may be 
eternal, but if you're not quite ready to 
sacrifice your skin to ’em, slap on one of 
these temporary tattoos instead, which 
give classic themes a brain-muncher 
twist. Get flesh-eater flash at 
fredflare.com. 


BURIEOALiVE NECKLACE 

$125 

This beautiful sterling silver pen- 
dant is partially inspired by a 19th-cen- 
tury folk song about a young woman who 
went to a winter party without a shawl 
and froze to death. The crucifix-engraved 
coffin opens to reveal a genuine antique 
porcelain doll, excavated from the re- 
mains of a ruined toy factory in Germany. 
Get dolled up at ghostlove.com. 


KICKING GEAR DECKS 

€60 

A direct offshoot of independent 
record label Kicking Records. Kicking 
Gear provides a selection of decks (and 
trucks, wheels and griptape) for discern- 
ing folk looking to coordinate their board- 
with their music collection. Decks feature 
artwork of tentacled, devil-homed hotties, 
skeletal Grim Reapers and other horror- 
friendly fare. Roll with the wicked at 
kickinggearstore.com. 
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SYNAPSE FIUVIS DRINGS YOU 
DLOOD AND EVIL ! 



A ClASSIC SLASHER FROM THE EI6HTIES! 

THE DVD AND DLU-RAY DEDUT OF THE 
NEVER-DEFORE-SEEN RESTORED VERSION OF 

THE DORM THAT DRIPPED DLOODl 

On the eve of coUege Christmas vacation, a dormitory stands 
condemned. Student Joanne Murray and her close friends 
volunteer to help close down the building, unaware a brutal 
psychopathic murderer is hiding in the shadows. As the students 
disappear one by one, Joanne realizes that she alone will have to 
find a way to slay the killer. 



NOT RATED • 1981 • 88 MINS • COLOR 


1 .66:1 - 2.0 MONO • SFD01 030 


AT MIDNIGHT I'LL TAKE YOUR SOUL... 
THIS NIGHT I'LL POSSESS YOUR CORPSE. 

EMDODIMENT OF EVIL! 


Ihe sadistic undertaker is set upon fulfilling the goal which sent him to 
jail in the first place: find a woman who can give him the perfect child. In 
his quest, he leaves behind a trail of gore and horror... 



NOT RATED • 2008 • 94 MINS • COLOR 
1.85:1 *5.1 •SFD0102 



COMING SOON FROM SYNAPSE FIUVIS! • S29.95 EACH s.r.p. 


WWW.SYNAPSE-FILMS.COM 



FROM FAKE GRINDliOUSE TigULER TOFEATUBE-LENGTH GOREFEST, 

HOBO WITH A SHOTGUN 


JASON ClSENER’St^TRA-yipl 


FINALLY nUSTS IJTS WA% 
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hen life gives you 
razor blades, you 
make a baseball bat 
covered in razor blades.” If there's a 
single line from Hobo with a Shotgun 
that's able to sum up its philosophy,- ^ 
this is it. The film is 85 minutes of pure, 
unapologetic, candy-coloured carnage - 
bloodsoaked ballet of cruelty, dismember- 
ment and murder complete with sexy dancing 
girls bathing in geysers of blood. It is, in a 
word, mental. 


It’s the fever dream of one Jason Eisener, a young filmmaker 
who just a couple of years ago was running around with his 
pals in the sleepy town of Dartmouth. Nova Scotia, making little 
movies on a MiniDV camcorder. When filmmaker Robert Ro- 
driguez (Planet Terror, Machete) announced a fake exploitation 
movie trailer competition for the SXSW Film Conference and 
Festival in 2007 to coincide with the release of Grindhouse, 
Eisener sent off his original, unforgettably titled Hobo with a/ 
Shotgun clip. Thanks to an ultra-violent, authentic exploitation 
movie aesthetic and an unhinged performance by rookie actor 
David Brunt as the title hobo, the two-minute trailer blew up 




'online (to date it's had over a million views on 
YouTube). Eisener and his crew went on to win the com- 
petition and Rodriguez flew them down to Austin, Texas, 
to sit on a panel with him, and then whisked them off to 
LA for the world premiere of Grindhouse. 

Canadian distribution company Alliance attached the trailer 
to its theatrical release of Quentin Tarantino and Rodriguez’s 
exploitation opus and Vivendi Entertainment eventually included 
it on the two-disc collector’s DVD and Blu-ray release. Eisener fol- 
lowed the success of HobowWh the berserk Christmas-themed splatter 
short Treevenge, which went on to become a massive festival hit. Al- 
‘ llance were quick to recognize an emerging talent and jumped onboard 
tb help finance the feature film version of Hobo. 

The big screen incarnation stars film legend Rutger Hauer (see p.21 ) 
.as the “hobo with no name” who rides a boxcar to Hope Town (the 
burg's welcome sign has been appropriately vandalized to read “Scum 
Town”). He arrives with nothing but a harmonica and the idyllic dream 
of begging for enough change to buy a lawn mower to start up his own 
business cutting grass. But Scum Town proves to be more than he bar- 
gained for. It has devolved into a merciless hellhole of cartoon chaos 
with armed robbers, corrupt cops, sadistic drug dealers, snuff filmmak- 
ers and a child-molesting Santa Claus impersonator running amok, all 
under the watchful eye of the town's crime lord Drake (Brian Downey), 
his psychopathic sons Slick and Ivan (Gregory Smith and Nick Bateman, 



respectively) and two armoured warriors named Rip and Grinder (collec- 
tively referred to as “The Plague.” Together, they terrorize the civilian pop- 
ulation with frequent displays of wanton cruelty; in one of the more 
audacious (and controversial) episodes. Slick and Ivan take a flamethrower 
to a school bus full of children. 

As much as he tries to stay under the radar, the Hobo eventually runs 
afoul of the brutal brothers when he saves a young prostitute named Abby 
(Molly Dunsworth) from their unsavoury perversions. After sustaining much 
agonizing torture, he finally snaps. Armed with his trusty shotgun, he pro- 
ceeds to deliver justice, as the poster reads, “one shell at a time." 

What follows is a helluva lot of bloodletting, cursing, one-liners (“Put the 
knife away or I'll use it to cut welfare cheques from your skin!”) and, of 
course, a symphony of point-blank shotgun blasts to the midsections of 
those fully deserving such a fate. It’s both a heartwarming tale of ruthless 


revenge and lawn mowers, and an adoring love letter to the exploitation 
films of yore. Discerning eyes will pick up all sorts of direct and indirect 
homages to juicy films such as Torso, They Call Her One Eye, Curtains, 
Halloween III, Rolling Thunder and Phenomena. 

This past January, Eisener and crew travelled to Sundance with Rutger 
Hauer in tow for the world premiere, where they were greeted by a capacity 
crowd that went absolutely bonkers for the flick. For 28-year-old Eisener, 
it's a cinematic Cinderella story. That is, if you think of Cinderella as less 
of a beautiful, wispy blonde cartoon and more like a slightly chubby but 
loveable East Coaster with an overgrown beard that would put Grizzly 
Adams to shame. 

Hobo with a Shotgun was released theatrically in Canada by Alliance on 
March 25, and opens in the US in May via Magnet Releasing. Rue Morgue 
got the director on the phone to tell us how he realized his violent vision. 


mu- 
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. : -■ Drake (Brian Downey) 
shows everyone who 's in charge by offing his 
own brother (TraUer Park Boys Robb Wells). 


Tell me about yoar baiAgrouad, When did you start mak- 
ing films? 

I started getting interested in filmmaking in grade ten. Me and John Davies, 
the writer of Hobo, spent our summers watching horror and action films in 
my parents' backyard. They had a little wooden shed that we had to our- 
selves and we set up a VCR and a television, and there was this wicked video 
store down the street caiied Gigantic Video that had this deal called “5 for 5 
for 5," which was five movies for five dollars for five days. We would watch 
five movies a night and go back every single day. That was basically what 
started our inspiration to eventually make our own films. When I first saw 
Evil Dead II, and I saw how Sam Raimi was moving his camera. I’d never 
seen anything like that before. It just got me really excited. I thought, “Wow. 
Someone can actually make a living making movies like that? That's my 
dream. That's what I wanna do." I remember my parents asking me what I 
wanted to do when I got out of high school and I said I wanted to be a film- 
maker, and that was really foreign territory for my family. No one’s ever done 
anything in the arts before. But they supported me and I went into a com- 
munity college back home and they had a screen arts program there that 
taught us how to use the lighting equipment, cameras, sound. At the time I 
read [Robert] Rodriguez's book Rebel without a Crew, and he preached how 
you should try to learn every position in the film industry, so I learned how 
to be a grip, gaffer, sound recordist, sound mixer, sound designer, editor. I 
played around with scoring my own short films. Then, me and John just hit 
the streets of Dartmouth making movies. 

IVZiat was that eacperience like? 

The great thing about back home is the cops don’t really give a shit about 
what you do on the streets. As long as kids are not doing drugs or killing 
anybody it’s free rein, so we would basically do insane shit. I can remember 
cutting the top off a car and loading eight guys in and doing chase scenes 
down busy streets with four-wheelers [all-terrain vehicles). One time a cop 
showed up and looked at us and looked at the car and said, “Boys, do you 


have insurance on that vehicle?" And I said, “No.” “Is it safety in- 
spected?” I said, “No.” And he was like, “I could see there’s eight guys 
hanging out of that car and they’re not wearing seat belts.” And 1 said, 
“Yeah, I know.” And he just kinda sighed and said, “Okay boys. I wasn’t 
here. Have fun.” So the streets of Dartmouth and the back alleys became 
our backlots for filmmaking. 


Where did you get the idea for the original Hobo 
trailer? 

The idea came from John [Davies] and my buddy Mojo Widgery. We were 
hanging out in a pizza shop. Mojo had just bought an airsoft shotgun that 
shoots little plastic pellets. Me and John were just pitching ideas back 
and forth for movies and Mojo looks at us and says, “You should make 
a movie about me.” John just looks him up and down and says, “What? 
A hobo with a shotgun?” And we all kinda just stood there. It was like a 
light bulb went off and those words just went so well together. It had 
such a nice ring to it. 


How did that lead to the Grindhoase competition? 

At the time, there was another contest being put on by Steven Spielberg 
[for the On the Lot reality TV series] but when this exploitation trailer 
contest came about we just thought, “Fuck that Spielberg shit! This is 
perfect for us." I thought we should pull out that old idea for Hobo with 
a Shotgun and John thought that was perfect. We spent the afternoon 
plotting out a little treatment as to what Hobo widi a Shotgun the movie 
would be about and picked out all the little points that would be cool for 
a trailer. We started shooting that night. What we shot that night never 
made it into the trailer but it got the ball rolling. We only had two weeks 
to shoot it cut It and have it delivered, and have original music on it as 
well, so it was just a crazy storm. 


One of the things that is most captivating about the 
originalHoho trailer is David Brunt as the title charac- 
ter. You believe that he could legitimately go mental 
with a shotgun. How did you elicit such a raw, convinc- 
ing performance? 
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A lot of takes [laughs]. Dave had never had a camera pointed in front of him before and he 
had never acted^a day in his life, but I can remember working at a [comic book] store and 
he’d come in when no one was around. He used to love pretending to be a cop. It had 
always been his dream. The way he tells the story, he was a day away from submitting pa- 
pers to sign up to be a police officer when he got struck by an eighteen-wheeler - a drunk 
driver that nearly killed him. It destroyed his hip. He had to have a hip replacement and 
he's been living off government assistance ever since. He has a lot of frustrations about 
that. He deals with a lot of pain and he spends a lot of time on his own, and when you’re 
dealing with pain and you've been alone for most of your life, that can really wear on your 
mind. So he had ail these frustrations with the world and I just dug that out of him. Ail those 
moments where you see him being angry, ttiat’s his real frustration with the world. And 
also just doing twenty takes of a shot. He would get very frustrated with himself and as he 
got more angry those were the takes that I used. A lot of who Dave Brunt is has made its 
way into the feature film. I’ve recorded conversations I’ve had with him over breakfast that 
I lifted for the film. We had always intended on having Dave play the Hobo in the feature. 
That was always our hope, but with how crazy a feature film can be to make and how 
physical it is, the reality of Dave being able to star in it just kind of faded away. 


How did you manage to land Rutger Hauer? 

When I first realized that we couldn’t use Dave, 1 came up 
with a name that I thought would be a very realistic goal, 
for the size of budget that we had for the film. He’s one of 
my favourite actors of all time, he’s the best Canadian actor 
and that’s Stephen McHattie (Pontypool, Watchmerij, who 
I thought was really interesting, but the distributors said, 
“That's great but give us your dream list.” And so I put Rut- 
ger on the top because he was my favourite actor growing 
up. We watched just about everything that he did and so 
that for me would be a dream come true to work with Rut- 
ger Hauer, but I never ever thought that it would happen. 
Within a couple of days I got a call back and tiiey said, “Al- 
right, Rutger wants to get on Skype with you.” I was just 
like. “What the fuck is Skype?” 1 was so nervous. And I had 
an hour-long conversation with Rutger. ... We talked about 
the movie for maybe ten minutes and then we just talked 
about our own inspirations in life. Before I wanted to be a 
filmmaker, I wanted to be a marine biologist and Rutger is 
an ocean conservationist. We bonded over the ocean and 
just really hit it off. I lett that conversation not really sure. 


rHsuepn 
Abby^/eHyDunswaithf^is 
Brv^aacop. 





So JOB send the tridler off to the competition^ 

I was working at the comic bxk shop at the time and i got a call from one of Tarantino's 
executives and they told us that we were one of the top three trailers. ... I was blown away. 

I was so excited. I had to lock the doors to the store and call all my friends and family. So 
we went to Austin and Rodriguez announced that Hobo was the winner. I sat up on a panel 
with him and we talked about the trailer for a bit and then after that we got sent to LA for 
the Ghndhouse premiere. The next day I get this call from Mike Robson, who was working 
at Alliance Rims, our Canadian distributor, and he said that they loved the trailer and they 
wanted to strike around 200 film prints of our $120 trailer that we made on MiniDV. I’d. 
never even heard of that happening before. They made those prints and they attached.the 
trailer to the Canadian release of Grindhouse. Then they said they were interested in making 
a feature film. We made a short called Treevenge, which did really well in file festival circuit, 
it was one of the runner-ups for best short film at Sundance [Film Festival] and that 
helped us get the financing in place to make Hobo. 




brothers Ivan and (mset) 

*^ckpSfiwgh.an(]&lo^md shotgun makes street meaU 


He didn't'say “yes" or anything like “I'll see you soon," so 1 was really nerv- 
ous. I got a good vibe from the conversation but I didn’t know and then, I 
think it was 45 minutes later, I got a call back - he said “yes." 


And ol course Dave makes a cameo In the /Urn. 

Like I said, he always wanted to play a cop in a movie so I gave him a little 
cop role. He was so proud and happy to be in a cop uniform. He was just 
like a kid. It was amazing to watch. 




Cant'd on p. 22 


Here you have a monumental screen presence throwinff 
It down with a cast ot relative unknowns* What was he 
like on set? 

Before Rutger came to Halifax, I saw a couple of episodes of Film Factory, 
which is a show he does in the Netherlands. Basically, he helps 
produce young filmmakers’ short films. I saw how 
well he was working with young filmmakers 
and just how giving and patient he was 
with them. That got me really excited 
because he seemed like a really 
cool dude, but it was television 
and I didn't know if he was 
putting on a show or not. But 
when he got to Halifax, Rutger 
led right in and jiecame 
part of the team. He had a blast. 

When vtf shot the film, Dave 
»as on ^ every single day with 
me, right beside tiie monitor, and 
tutger him became best 
i^ids They were calling 
other brothers and Rutger 
U of inspir|gon from Dave 
spent^ lot of WK with him. 
people who don't tplv Dave as a 
son, Oiey might 
him is in Rutger’s 
you know Dave and you 
him, you’ll see there’s all these little 
mannerisms tiat Rutger captured. 


One of the most striking aspects of the 
movie is the use of insane, garish 
colours. What inspired that ap- 
proach? 

My eye has always been attracted to crazy, 
colourful lighting schemes. Maybe it just comes 
from growing up in the ’80s and being subjected 
to really crazy, high-concept ideas and watching 
Saturday morning cartoons. I think that kind of 
leaked into how I enjoyed lighting in films too. 
When we were making Hobo, a huge 
inspiration for the lighting was Sav- 
age Streets. Suspiria, Street Trash 
and Dead-End Drive In. The opening 
scene feels very much like it's in the 
’70s. The hobo rides this train in a 
beautiful setting and then he steps into 
Scum Town, which is also pretty colourful 
but in a different way, with graffiti and super- 
saturated blood and costumes. 1 think the movie 
starts off in the ’70s and then really quickly dives into 
the ’80s. 


Tk^ fSUh ww by Karim Hussain 
not otdy a damrudognpher but a 
in bbt ovm right (Sobcon- 
- •ci«a»Craeii^/LabcII«bSte).irowr 
did he get involved? 

1 picked Karim because he has the same 
mind as me and Rob [Cotterill, the pro- 
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While he’s already garnering an enthusiastic reception from film festival audi- 
ences for his turn in the exploitation throwback, Hauer says he isn't interested in being 
part of the ongoing grindhouse nostalgia craze. 

“I don’t really think in genres," he says, in a surprisingly heavy accent, “I just think in terms of whaf s 
interesting, and see if I can fit in. I was in Europe during (the 1 970s and early ’80s] and I don't remember 
seeing much of it. I wasn’t familiar with the format or the style, so I didn't know what to picture. I did 
feel the echo of westerns [in Wobcj, in that some of the lines were kind of Clint Eastwood or even John 
Wayne." 

Hauer, who estimates at least twenty films throughout his career have been helmed by first-time 
directors - most notably Turkish Delight, the rookie effort by fellow countryman Paul Verhoeven 
(RoboCof}) - admits that the chemistry with Hotxfs newbie director Jason Eisener simply felt right. 

Prior to receiving the script Hauer hadn't seen the then-fictitious trailer Eisener had shot for the 
Quentin Tarantino/Robert Rodriguez collaboration Grindhouse, with Dave Brunt in the titie role. 

Still, Hauer praises the unknown actor, flat-out stating that Brunt’s performance helped him em- 
body the character, induding the Hobo’s “bear speech." one of the film's most memorable mo- 
ments. 

“Yeah, [Dave] was there and we talked a lot [on set]," Hauer recalls. “One of the first things that 
Jason sent me was a short interview recording with him - this was where the bear story came from. It 
was funny. I’m very happy that Jason thinks I took a lot from Dave. Jason has known this guy for a long 
time. And that’s nice, how those things together sort of create the character. .„ Jason said, ‘You can’t play 
it for laughs - you're the only one in tiie film who needs to play straight.’ And I had that same feeling." 

Altiwugh Hauer has been consistently busy since the ’80s, and played many a rough ’n' tumble character. 
Hobo proved to be quite physical for the 67 -year-old actor. While stunt doubles were employed, much of 
the largely outdoor shoot required him to roll around in garbage and endure fight scenes in the not-al- 
ways-balmy environs of Halifax and Dartmouth. Nova Scotia. 

“This was my first lead in about twenty years and my balls were freezing off!" he exclaims, "They took 
care of me very well, but when we were shooting, it was like a crazy nuthouse. I knew what was coming 
and I was able to survive, but it's been a long time. To keep that kind of energy level up for five, six weeks, 
that’s tough." 

Particularly strenuous for Hauer was the manhole sequence, in which crime boss Drake attempts to ex- 
ecute tiie Hobo in the same f^ion as an earlier victim. (“It was a great idea, but hanging by my head in 
a manhole?" Hauer says, incredulously. “I’m not kidding when I say it wras the smallest hole I’ve ever been 
in! But I knew the visuals were great. Had to do it!”) For a guy who’s starred in some very violent action 
thrillers (Sin City, Nighthawkdi and horror films (The Rite, TV's Salem's Loti, did Hobo's graphic gore ever 
test his sense of good taste? 

“It's Cirque Du Soleif. It’s an opera! It’s too much, too quick, too fast,” says Hauer, with a laugh. “In its 
grotesqueness, it keeps reminding you that you’re looking at a story, and I love that. If you can keep people 
at bay and pull them in at the same time, that's wonderful entertainment. Reality has a different face in 
this movie and i like it” 


Hauer dismisses the notion of any of his “lovely characters as 
villains" but genre fans would arguably beg to differ, citing his 
breakout role as replicant Roy Batty in Blade Runner, iiber-vampire 
Lothos in the original Buffy the Vampire S/ayerfilm and, of course, 
the eponymous serial killer in The Hitcher. 

“Well, I've played some wicked people," he reflects. “The Hitcher 
is one of my favourites, of course. But I dunno - 1 play people, I 
don’t think of it in black and white terms. I’ve counted it up, and 
I’ve played about 65 guys who die at the end of the movie, and 
about 65 who lived. ... I’ve had a few licks at series television and 
It didn’t work out, thank God! Sorry, you know, but there’s a stran- 
gling effect that I’m always afraid of. and," he concludes with a 
laugh, “I might have killed myself.” 

And where would he train his shotgun's sights if he were in the 
Hobo’s shabby shoes right now? 

“I’d give it a shot in Egypt, I think!" he replies, without hesitation. 

Really? No studio executives? 

“Oh, no, no. They're too small."® . • • 


FILM LEGEND RUTGER HAUER S**™® 
VIEWS ON BEING ARMED AND HOMELESS. 


INTERVIEW WITH A 


T o many, veteran Dutch actor Rutger Hauer is bert 
known as an ’80s action movie icon, with a 
nearly equal number of hero and villain roles 
on his resume Now in his seventh decade, 
he’s set to star as vampire hunter Van Helsing in Dark) 
Argmito’s upcoming Dracula 3D, but it’s another new 
{ffoject that has him paiticularly excited: his role as a 
homeless (and feaziess) vigilante in the hotly antici- 
pated Canjidian indie film Hobo with a Sbotgua. 



ducer of 

brother to us. I think we can all 
read each other’s minds in a way. 

Karim’s a huge fan of the genre. I can 
just say, “Alright, 1 want the scene to look 
like this moment from Savage Street^' 
and he just automatically gets it. Plus, 
he's so hard-working and inspiring. With 
Karim, no matter how crazy the problem 
is, he will come up with a solution for it. 

He never frets about it at all. He's just 
confident that he can pull it off. 1 wish I could be like him in that way. Karim’s 
a director as well so he was coaching me and taught me so much, especially 
during pre-production, helping me build confidence to make a feature film. 


behind us. So we came up with this 
idea of construction workers chasing 
after a couple of hobos. One of them 
runs into a cardboard box and a con- 
struction worker in an excavator pulls 
up the bucket and just smashes it 
down onto the box and all this blood 
comes flying out. We filled garbage 
bags with blood and [also] three or 
four buckets and put it inside the box. 
When the bucket of the excavator 
slammed down, it shot this wave of blood over everyone. Twenty feet all 
around that location was covered in blood. 


IN THE 
ANDTI^ 
ffTA LLY 
quickly 
dive 



I heard a craxy story about a bliad background performer 
whose eyesight came back during die shoot. Tell me 
what happened. 

We shot the scene where Logan, who’s played by Robb Wells, who plays 
Ricky in Trailer Park Boys, is buried up to his neck in this manhole and there’s 
a barbed wire noose [around his neck toat’s] attached to a truck and one of 
toe bad guys drives off with the truck and it pulls the noose, cutting off 
Logan’s head. The blood starts shooting up and a chick in a white bikini 
comes over and dances in his blood, like Ot’s] a sprinkler. One of our back- 
, ground performers, this guy Jonas, had been blind his whole life and he’d 
just had corrective asurgery a week before we shot the scene. And his eye- 
sight was just comintf in as she was dancing in his blood. That was the first 
thing he viewed of the world. One of the [assistant 
directors] runs over to me and says, “I just 
fieard that guy say, 'Red is so beautiful.”’ 

^ omrK^iTabe 
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mi me about the reaction you got at the premiere. 

It was insane. When we got to Sundance, the movie was so hyped up that I 
was worried we were not gonna deliver what people were expecting. And 
when we got to the premiere, the theatre was sold out. It was just packed. 
People were freaking out. We got up on stage and just treated It like a rock 
show and got people pumped up. Throughout toe movie, it was just amazing, 
toe reaction from the audience. I think the movie took them on a weird emo- 
tional roller coaster. They're laughing, they’re cheering. Then the school bus 
scene appears and it was just dead silence in the theatre. A couple of people 
got up and left who were sitting in front of us. I couldn’t believe the reception 
that I got. That was more than I could ever ask for. Rutger was like a rock 
star. Going down toe street with him, you'd get out of a vehicle and people 
would just come out of the woodwork with photos and posters that they 
wanted him to sign and he was just loving it. Making the film, he did not ex- 
pect that the reaction to the movie would be like it is now. 

ilnd how are the folks back home treating all of this? 

They’re just thrilled, and it’s great especially for the crew and friends who 
put so much hard work into it and believed in us from the beginning. A lot 
of young fWftmakers from bad^ home email me and tell me that they're 
in^ired by what we’ve done. Horror and action films don't really get made 
back home. At least they haven’t been made since toe ’80s. I can remem- 
ber going to school and being told there's no chance I’m gonna be able 
to make a horror or action film in Nova Scotia and that I would eventually 
have to move to tte States in order to do that. I always hated that idea. I 
wanted to make the kinds of films I want to make back home and didn’t 
think there’d be any reason why I couldn’t. 9 
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C_^/^'rER NE,-\RLY Y¥AKS, 
CLIVE BARKER RE I L’RNS TO 
HELLRAISER IN A NEW COMIC 
BOOK. ASHEANDCOAVRITER 
CHRISTOPHER MONFETTE 
EXPLAIN, PINHEAD WALKS 
A DARKER PATH . 


For starters, Barker and co-writer Christopher Monfette have opted to take the 
story back to its roots. The first issue of the new series picks up where the second 
film, 1988’s HelltKund: Hellraiser II, left off. 

“The idea of going back is a way of reinventing the mythology and darkening the 
show," says Barker in an email interview (plagued by recurring throat polyps, he was 
exhausted and unable to speak after completing a round of revisions on Abarat: Book 
3.) "Darkening the story. Darkening the whole darn world in which Biis is happening. 
When the story first took place the world was a brighter place. And now, I think, the 


world that Pinhead walks into is a much darker world. I'm interested in exploring the 
idea of what he does with it." 

Initially, Monfette wanted to approach the comics as a direct continuation of the 
storyline set forth, and the world established, in the first two films. 

"Once you get into [Hellraiser] III, and certainly into parts 4, 5. 6 , 7and 8, Pinhead 
has been done a disservice," he says. “Hollywood doesn’t seem to know what to do 
with him anymore. They want him to be violent but not too violent, but this is a char- 
acter that is about subversion, and about violence. They want to sex it up, they want 


D O M I N E 

/;v APRIL SNELLINC'.S 


UCH HAS C:HANCiED SINCE CLIVE BARKER'S GRISLY 1986 NOVELLA THE HELLBOUND 
HEARTV\K$T LAID THE FOUNDATION FOR THE HELLRAISER FRANCHISE. Barker’s story, along 
with the film adaptation he wrote and directed in 1 987. helped spin the horror genre in a wicked new direction. But that was the last time he touched 
the series, which has gone on to have many sequels (see p.26 for a rundown). With his long-awaited opus The Scarlet Gospels (which Barker has pre- 
viously stated will mark the end of inter-dimensional soul harvester Pinhead) still without a release dale, a new monthly comic book mmiseries from 
BOOM! Studios finds the author returning to the HellraisermM for the first time in nearly a quarter of a century. The premiere 40-page Issue (out now. 
and featuring variant covers by Tim Bradstreet and Nick Percival presents a considerable challenge: how do you re-energize a property that has wandered 
into the creative no man's land of cut-rate sequels and an impending Hollywood “reboot"? 
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place. He's going to be a very different demon at 
ttie end of these eight issues, and Kirsty is going to 
be a very different heroine.” 

Any fears that Pinhead has gone soft, though, 
were hopefully allayed when BOOM! released an 
eight-page preview of the new series. Though tech- 
nically unrelated to the story that began in Hellraiser 
#1. the preview marked a return to form for the 
property and its most recognizable character. Set in 
a soon-to-be-abandoned penitentiary, the preview 
looses Pinhead on a priest who has just presided 
over the execution of an innocent man. The demon 
toys with the priest, ripping off his face and pontif- 
icating on the nature of heaven and hell before flay- 
ing the man alive from head to toe. 
"Angels in heaven hear my cry! ” begs the 
dying priest. ‘Tm listening." answers Pin- 
head. Yep, HellraiseraW the way. 

While Barker is certainly a guiding force 
on this latest journey into the Hellraiser 
mythos. a large portion of the scripting du- 
ties fall to Monfette, who has adapted two 
of Barker's short stories ("Down Satan!" 
and "Son of Celluloid") for the screen and 
collaborated with him on a 3-D horror 
comic for IDW in 2009. The two writers, 
who first met when a ten-question inter- 
view session at Barker's home (Monfette 
was a journalist at the time) turned into an 


HELLRAISER 


Panels Of Pain: An interior page and ttie cover of BOOM! Studios ' 
new Hellraiser comic. 


to make rt younger, but they also want to appeal to the 
older fans - they don’t know what to do. With BOOM!, 
we have an opportunity to lake all the artistic risks that 
we want, and tell a story that we want to tell to people 
who want to read it, in a way that is unencumbered by 
the $30 million it would cost to make the movie.” 

Rather than pretend the intervening years - and sub- 
par sequels - never happened. Barker and Monfette have 
considered the toll ttiey might have taken on Pinhead, 
both as a character and as a horror icon, in the new se- 
ries, simply tided Hellraiser. 

“We needed to use the time that Pinhead as a char- 
acter has been sort of restless and tired, and the years 
that as an icon he hasn’t been done any justice, and we 
needed to weave that into the story in some way," says 
Monfette. 

The result is a Pinhead who has grown dissatisfied 
with his station. He has solved the mystery of the 
flesh, and wonders what else lies in store for him. 
Monfette describes him as “the creature in hell look- 


ing up at the stars, wondering 
if there’s more.” 

Naturally, there is. In the first eight-issue story arc of 
what the writers hope will become an ongoing series. 
Pinhead isn't just restless, he’s upwardly mobile. Weary 
of his role as leader of the Cenobites, he strikes, quite lit- 
erally, a deal with the Devil. Now he may try for redemp- 
tion - something no Cenobite has done before - provided 
he finds a replacement. He has a very specific someone 
in mind: Kirsty Cotton, heroine of Hellraiser and Hell- 
bound. 

“Kirsty's story always felt unfinished,” says Monfette. 
"When she and Tiffany walked away in the second film 
- even though she appears in the fifth or sixth film, which 
we’re not considering canon with regard to this comic - 
her story never felt complete. It always felt like she had 
one more encounter with Pinhead waiting for her. This is 
that encounter. What’s going to happen in this series will 
have lasting repercussions for the vision and aesthetics 
of hell, and it's going to leave Pinhead in a very different 


animated two-day conversation about ttie 
art and craft of storytelling, have fallen into a com- 
fortable working relationship. 

"Clive Is providing his notes and input as the 
scripts come in,” says Monfette. “He's certainly the 
godfather of the project. This isn't being handed off 
or shopped out. This is Clive's world, and we are 
serving Clive’s vision." 

"I think it'll be different from week to week, 
month to month," Barker says of his level of involve- 
ment. “So far it’s been quite extensive - very thor- 
ough. I've had opinions on practically everything. 
You know, this mythology has been very kind to me 
over Uie years. And I want to be kind to it, and more 
importantly to the people who are enthusiastic 
about it.” 

The pair clearly has ambitious plans for the char- 
acters that inhabit the Hellraiser universe, but an- 
other challenge lies in store for them. The concept 
Corn'd on p 2S 
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VER THE COURSE OF EIGHT FILMS, CLIVE BARKER’S HELLRAISER FRANCHISE HAS 

brought a gothic aura to a series of morality plays entrenched in body horror and the occult powers of that familiar puzzle box. the Lament Configuration. 
Serving as our guide to the other side are the demonic Cenobites, in particular their bald, blue-skinned, nail-faced leader, Pinhead. The impartial judge 
for a cast of human monsters. Pinhead makes sure the sinners get schooled in die consequences for indulging their darkest desires. If one thing is 
certain in the ever-changing Hellraiserumerse. it’s that the pleasures of the flesh eventually get balanced with a destiny of pain, Lots and lots of pain. 


HELLRAISER 

' The only film in the series to be written and directed 
I by Barker himself. Hellraiser begins in Morocco, 
where a man named Frank Cotton acquires the fa- 
mous antique puzzle box. Upon solving it back home 
* in America, his flesh is immediately pierced by long, 
hooked chains until he’s nothing but a pile of viscera. 
t Pinhead (Doug Bradley, credited only as “Lead Ceno- 
n bite” here) and his pierced pals materialize to close 
the box, and the room reconstitutes as if nothing hap- 
i pened. Cotton’s brother Larry then moves into the 
Q digs with his second wife, Julia (Clare Higgins), who 
r| we learn once had an affair with Frank. A few mis- 
^ placed drops of blood later and Julia discovers Frank 
, has returned, albeit as literally half the man he used 
J to be. She uses her sexuality to harvest the blood 
A Frank needs to become whole again, but before she’s 
I done, Larry's daughter Kirsty (Ashley Laurence) runs 
•>! into her skinless uncle, messes with the box and ac- 
cidentally opens the doorway to hell. Frank ends up 
^ double-crossing Julia, who gets shipped down to 
warmer climes, and Kirsty saves herself by selling out 
Frank to the Cenobites. Unsatiated, the demons try to 
reneg on the deal but Kirsty solves the box before they 
‘ can, sending the whole lot of ’em back to hell. Gory 
, but with a certain classy British sensibility, this is the 
finest Hellraiser outing to date. 


HELLBOUND: 
HELLRAISER II 

A bit about Pinhead's back story kicks off this com- 
petent sequel, followed by Kirsty waking up in a psy- 
chiatric hospital under the care of Dr. Channard, a 
long-time collector of artifacts related to the box. With 
a string of blood-drained murder victims and the help 
of one of his patients - a mute named Tiffany with a 
proficiency for puzzles - he resurrects Julia and opens 
the door to hell so he can experience it firsthand. Once 
there, Julia gets revenge for Frank’s betrayal, Chan- 
nard becomes a Cenobite, and wrth increasing power, 
kills all of the other Cenobites (including Pinhead), re- 
verting them to human form. While Channard spouts 
medically charged one-liners, Julia gets skinned and 
whisked into the ether. Kirsty dons Julia’s skin to dis- 
tract Channard long enough for Tiffany to solve the 
puzzle, Channard Is somehow decapitated, and in a 
crescendo of magnificently inaccurate lasers. Kirsty 
and Tiffany are zapped back to reality. 

HELLRAISER HI: 

HELL ON EARTH 

Anthony Hickox ( Waxwork, Waxwork //} helmed this 
slightly Americanized third installment in which Pin- 
head and the box - trapped inside a grotesque totem 
pole acquired from the Channard Institute - are inad- 
vertently sprung from exile by an arrogant nightclub 


maven. After the box takes its first victim (via a great 
exploding head gag), a plucky TV reporter in search 
of a story digs up dirt on the box, which leads her to 
the club. Meanwhile, Pinhead begins assembling a 
new family of Cenobites. intent on establishing hell 
on Earth - and he would have, if only that meddling 
reporter hadn’t researched her way into sending Pin- 
head back to the perverse netherworld from whence 
he came. Afterwards, she buries the puzzle box in ce- 
ment, foiling Pinhead’s plans... for now. Barker re- 
turned to direct a music video for Motdrhead’s 
contribution to the film's soundtrack, '‘Hellraiser," 
which features Motdrhead growler Lemmy Kilmister 
playing poker against Doug Bradley as Pinhead. A 
greater contribution from the author may have saved 
this disappointing entry from signalling the franchise’s 
imminent spiral into mediocrity. 

HELLRAISER: 

BLOODLINE 

The final film to be released theatrically, Bloodline 
begins in the year 21 27, where a bald space messiah 
named Dr. Paul Merchant recounts the origins of the 
puzzle box to intergalactic police. Turns out his toy- 
making ancestor. Phillip L'Merchant, built the original 
cube hundreds of years ago for a wealthy aristocrat 
obsessed with that rascally gateway to hell. Once the 
toymaker gets privy to his creation’s nefarious capa- 




bilities, he pledges to close the box for 
good. Thus. Pinhead chases the 
L'Merchant men through generations 
untii he encounters the aforemen- 
tioned Daiai Lama of the solar sys- 
tem. whose space station is itself a 
giant puzzie. Thwarted by a hologram 
and a few lasers. Pinhead and the 
originai box get locked inside the new 
contraption and the portal to hell is 
closed forever. Or is it? Director Kevin 
Yagher shrugged out of the blame for 
this shaky prequel/sequel by crediting 
the fictional scapegoat pseudonym 
“Alan Smittiee" instead. Still, this re- 
mains his only feature film as direc- 
tor. 


HELLRAISER: 

INFERNO 

In an inspired bit of casting, the first 
direct-to-video Hellraiser stars Craig 
Sheffer (Barker’s Nightbreedi as 
Joseph Thome, a coked-out, dirtbag 
cop who finds the puzzle box at a 
grisly crime scene. After a glimpse of 
its powers, and a couple of run-ins 
with a new breed of Cenobites that 
would give Gene Simmons tongue 
envy, he tracks it back to a mysterious 
individual called The Engineer, Vio- 
lated bodies start piling up with sev- 
ered children's fingers left as calling 
cards, while Thome - suffering from 
hallucinations that frequently become 
reality - engages in a predictable 
game of cat-and-mouse with The En- 
gineer. Pinhead has little more than a 
cameo in what comes off as more of 
an improbable cop drama than a We//- 
ra/ser installment, but bonus points 
for casting James Remar (TV’s Dex- 
tei) as a creepy beardo priest. 

HELLRAISER: 

HELLSEEKER 

Kirsty Cotton (Laurence reprising 
her role) and husband Trevor (Dean 
Vl/inters of TV’s Rescue Me) are 
clearly in love when they veer off a 
bridge and crash their car into a 
river. Kirsty's apparently killed, but 
Trevor lives and. a month later, he’s 
still got a boo-boo in his head that 
keeps him from knowing what's 
real and what's imagined. Haunted 
by morbid visions, he soon learns 
that Kirsty's body was never found 
and he’s suspect numero uno in her 
disappearance. And what's with 
these fantasy sequences of three 
different women seducing him? Fit- 
tingly, Pinhead shows up while 
Trevor's getting acupuncture, to ex- 
plain that he's the one who’s dead, 
not Kirsty. Yep. Trev, the three 
women (whom he was humping), 
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Pathways To Hell: (clockwise from top leW Hellhound: Hellraiser 
II. Hellseeker Deader Revelations Inferno Hellraiser III: Hell 
On Earth Bloodline and Hellworld. 


and one of his buddies were merely Kirsty’s chips in another game of soul poker 
with old Pinhead. Silly rabbit, you’ve been in purgatory this whole time. Hell hath 
no fury like a woman scorned. Bad CGI, ludicrous writing and overwrought acting 
-don’t seek this out. 

HELLRAISER: DEADER 

Kari Wuhrer {Eight Legged FreakS) stars as Amy Klein, a hard-boiled photo- 
journalist investigating a Romanian cult of “Deaders’’- who seemingly live be- 
yond death while under the spell of a mysterious leader. After finding the puzzle 
box in a dead girl’s apartment, Amy finds the cult's headquarters and unwillingly 
becomes a victim herself. Suffering painless wounds that cause her to bleed all 
over town while looking for answers, she slides between life and death before 
discovering the cult guru is a descendant of toymaker Phillip L'Merchant. Pin- 
head appears and takes back the souls of the Deaders he was cheated out of, 
except for that of Amy, whose suicide closes the box once more. Deatfer epito- 
mizes much of the series’ reliance on hallucinations and dream sequences 


whenever the screenwriter gets 
painted into a corner. 

HELLRAISER: 

HELLWORLD 

A group of friends addicted to an 
online role-playing game called Hell- 
world convene at a secret party for 
game diehards at "Phillip L'Mer- 
chant’s second greatest creation," 
Leviathan House. The teenagers wal- 
low in every macabre detail as their 
host, played by Lance Henriksen, 
shows them around amidst an Eyes 
Wide Sftuf-style fete for the college 
set. Dne by one, the gang gete 
trapped and tortured in various rooms 
throughout the premises - this paint- 
by-numbers slasher film is dripping 
with more stereotypes and cliches 
than blood. Rimed back-to-back with 
Deader, this self-referential entry has 
Pinhead playing boogeyman rattier 
than chancellor of purgatory. 

HELLRAISER: 

REVELATIONS 

Cinematographer Victor Garcia 
(Mirrors 2) directed biis eighth sequel, 
scheduled for release some time this 
year. Pinhead is back but Doug 
Bradley did not reprise his iconic role. 
Some creepy new hairless wonder 
named Stephan Smite Collins did the 
honours instead, A tense dinner party 
between the grieving families of two 
missing teenage boys presumed dead 
takes a bizarre turn when one of tee 
boys surfaces, severely beaten. Ac- 
cording to an official synopsis, “Relief 
and joy are mixed with a myriad of 
[sic] questions and concerns and soon 
a mass of secrets, hidden agendas 
and evil truths take us on a journey 
into the bizarre and terrifying world of 
Pinhead and the Cenobites,’’ 

HELLRAISER 

News of a remake has been in the 
wind since 2006, but the director’s 
chair has been a cinematic hot potato 
with everyone from Alexandre Bustillo 
and Julien Maury (Inside) to Patrick 
Laugier (MartyrSi and Anthony DiBlasi 
(Dreac) rumoured to helm it. Most re- 
cently, the IMDb lists director/editor 
Patrick Lussier and screenwriter Todd 
Farmer, the dudes behind the 2009 
My Bloody Valentine remake and the 
upcoming third film in the rebooted 
Halloween series, attached. 

For Hellraiser fans, the road 
through purgatory has occasionally 
been paved with pain but Pinhead’s 
minions may find solace in knowing 
fresh hells will soon be unleashed. 


^ 27 , 





Of course, there’s another, perhaps more obvious concern: Hellraiser 
is a horror comic - it needs to be scary. “Everyone wants this to be 
the most elegant, stylish, scary thing it can be," Barker says. "It's im- 
perative that we make this scary. That was one of the first things I 
said to BOOM!." 

To that end. Barker, a lifelong comics fan, is taking cues from Walk- 
ing Dead scribe Robert Kirkman. "He was doing an interview about 
making comics scary,” Barker recalls. "He said it's a very, very difficult 
thing to do. He gave some pieces of advice, which I’ve been following 
carefully, because I think he's absolutely right. Comics don't have an 
easy rhythm to them where frights are concerned. You can't control 
people's reading habits the way you can their viewing habits when 
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they're locked in the cinema. Part of the essence of being scared is 
losing control. In the theatre, you're obliged to watch the monster 
come whether you want to or not. Even with a DVD, you still have to 
find the pause button if you suddenly find yourself overwhelmed. 
Reading is a much more leisurely pursuit. You can put the book down. 
So, yes, I feel it's important to include as much of the scary stuff as 
possible. When people put this comic down, I want it to be for the right 
reasons." 

According to Monfette. BOOM! has yet to place any 
restrictions on what he and Barker can write, or what 
[ arUst Leonardo Manco {Hellblazei) may illustrate. "They 
' haven't asked me to pull back, and I'm asking Leonardo 
to draw, and BOOM! to publish, some fairly strange and 
shocking violent images, I am very fortunate, as a writer, 
to have an incredible amount of freedom. ... Clive’s in- 
clinafion is always, let's go further, let's do more. And 
BOOM! has been right there with us." 

In addition to the new We/Z/a/ser material. BOOM! is 
also re-releasing previous Pinhead stories under the fitle 
Hellraiser Masterworks. The first volume, which is out 
now. collects stories originally published by Marvel and 
contains work by the likes of Neil Gaiman (SandmaiTi. 
Mike Mignola {Helltx)^, Kevin O'Neill (The League of Extraordinary Gentlemerfi and 
Alex Ross (Kingdom Com^. 

While the arrival of more new Cenobite stories will ultimately depend on the success 
of the first eight issues of Hellraiser. both Barker and Monfette have ambitious plans 
for future story arcs. 

"It's very difficult to say anything about the direction except to say it's a richer, 
more interesting story than anything we've been able to do with the movies, " Barker 
says, "And if the comic runs the distance, which 1 hope it does, I anticipate a diversi- 
fication of storylines, which will allow me to have my own private corner in the uni- 
verse where I can do something that is wholly my twisted own. That would be a lot 
of fun." 5 


.hellraiser 


Pinhead's Penance: Another page from the new Hellraiser 
comic series, and linsetl the cover from Hellraiser #2. 


of ex&eme sado-masochism was a dangerous, bloody animal in the '80s, but does 
It still have teeth in today's world? Now that the edges of the genre's charted ter- 
ritory are marked by movies such as The Human Centipede and A Serbian Film. Pin- 
head and his colleagues might seem tame in comparison. 

■‘[When I wrote The Hellhound Hear^ there was a sense that I was referencing 
what I knew of the very early stages of a nascent community.” says Barker. "These 
people that enjoy pain and often times fetishize themselves, it was something that 
was fresh to me. . . . Now, though, I think we've got to push it a lot farther. So much 
of that stuff is 'been there, worn it. pierced that.’ You know, that imagery has come 
in and out of fashion so many times that we have to push a lot harder to use that 
imagery in a fresh kind of way. It's definitely going to be a challenge, but then, horror 
has always been a challenge." 

HellraiseTs initial timeliness was a major point of discussion for Barker and Mon- 
fette when they began mapping out the new series. "It came out at a time when 
Clive wanted to write about this fetishisfic lifestyle that many people at the time were 
averse to,” says Monfette, "He found a way to translate that into horror and turn it 
into an iconography. Almost 30 years later, to keep wailing on the theme of S&M is 
far less subversive than exploring some other themes [that are timely today). The 
theme of these eight issues is less about a metaphor for any particular subculture, 
and more about making Pinhead and Kirsty into characters and taking the series se- 
riously in a way that it hasn’t been taken seriously in a very long time. BOOM! is 
letting us do an incredibly violent and horrific character piece, which you just don’t 
see anymore." 
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THE CREATORS OF SAW RETURN TO THEIR LOW-BUDGET 

ROOTS WITH IfISIDIDUS -A TERRIFYING. ORIGINAL 

TAKE ON THE HAUNTED HOUSE MOVIE. 

BY DAVE ALEXANDER 




HEN THE FIRST SAIVFILM CAME OUT OF NOWHERE IN 2004 TO BECOME A MASSIVE HIT, IT SPARKED A SEVEN-FILM 
FRANCHISE AND HELPED KICK OFF A NEW BREED OF GORIER, NASTIER HORROR FlLjVl.The two young Australians behind it director/co- 
writer James Wan and co-writer/co-star Leigh Whannell, would join Eli Roth {Hostel. Hostel: Part lit, Rob Zombie [House of 1000 Corpses, The Devil's Rejects. Neil 
Marshall {Dog Soldiers. The Descent!. Greg Mclean (Wolf Creek. RoguSi, Alexandre Aja {High Tension. The Hills Have Eyes remake) and Darren Lynn Bousman {Saw 
//to IVi as part of what the media dubbed “The Splat Pack" - filmmakers puling mainstream horror to bloodier extremes. Thing is, though, despite being so in- 
strumental, Wan and Whannell didn’t really belong in the club. 


‘Tm not a gore fan," states Whannell, whose latest collaboration with Wan is the 
haunted house movie Insidious, “and neither Is James, so it’s interesting to us that we 
were part of The Splat Pack. We know all those guys, we hang out with them; Eli Roth, 
the Spierig Brothers [Undead. Daybreakers[. Rob Zombie. All of those guys just seem 
so much more interested in gore. Eli’s a huge fan of Cannibal Holocaust, he loves it 
and that’s great, but James and I really aren’t” 

Wan and Whannell, who also collaborated on 2007’s Dead Silence, about the ghost 
of a ventriloquist, dearly want to shake off the blood of their breakout hit, but why go 
the haunted house route? 


“Because I love it!" beams Wan. "To me there's nothing creepier, nothing scarier 
than a really well done haunted house movie. I look at all the films that really scared 
me and they're all pretty much haunted house films, like The Haunting, or Poltergeist 
or even The Exorcist, which basically plays out inside a house, specifically a bedroom, 
with this possessed person. I’m a big fan of that subgenre. Leigh and I really wanted to 
make something in that world but bring a new twist to it" 

Speaking to Rue Morgue in separate interviews over the phone from LA. where they 
both moved after Sawtook off. Wan and Whannell are busy promoting their indie feature 
before its April 1 theatrical release (via Sony/Alliance Films), All scares and no gore, it 




stars Patrick Wilson (Hard Candy. Watchmerfi and Rose Byrne (Sunshine, 
28 Weeks Lateh as married couple Josh and Renal, who, along with their 
three children, move into a creaky suburban house. What starts out as a 
series of subtle disturbances - a few books failing off a shelf, a misplaced 
box - escalates to doors being flung open in tiie middle of the night and 
ghostly figures appearing throughout the home. But then their eldest son, 
Dalton, slips into a coma (it’s not technically a coma, we eventually learn, 
but something more troubling) and the paranormal activity reaches a fright- 
ening crescendo. Josh and Renai resort to drastic measures, including hir- 
ing paranormal investigators (Angus Sampson and Whanneil), and 
eventually learn that more than just the house is haunted. Josh’s mother, 
played by Barbara Hershey ("James and I had to resist a^ing her too many 
questions about The Entity." admits Whanneil), reveals a disturbing family 
secret that forces Josh to enter the dangerous spirit world called The Fur- 
ther in search of his son. 

“I felt that Dead Silence was really never the film it should have been, 
for many reasons I won't go in to - all the horror stories that you hear about 
studios happened to us on that film," says Whanneil. "So we felt like we 
owed it to ourselves to make our definitive horror film." 

Wan and Whanneil had been talking about doing a haunted house movie 
as far back as 2000, when they were in film school together. Even while 
developing Saw, they would sit around and try to scare each other with 
ghost stories. Whanneil had always been fascinated by tales of the super- 
natural, while Wan was steeped in ghostly folklore stemming from his 
Malaysian background. 

"One particular superstitious story that [Malaysians] have is the idea that 
when you sleep, your soul leaves your body and it travels, it wanders," says 
Wan. “That's why you have dreams, your soul wanders off to a different 
plane or a different location, or favels back in memory. The superstitious 
belief is that if someone is sleeping, you should not draw on their face be- 
cause if the soul returns and doesn’t recognize the face, it keeps moving, 
looking for its host. So that figured into the overall conceit of Insidious." 

The phrase “scary as hell" is overused and rarely applied honestly, but 
if s aaurate here. The dread creeps into Insidious slowly, as the malevolent 
spirits reveal themselves gradually, like a virus taking over the characters’ 
happy home. The thick and terrifying atmosphere eventually gives way to 


escalating hair-on-the-back-of- 
your-neck scares. When the film 
premiered last September in the 
Toronto International Film Festival 
Midnight Madness program, audi- 
ence reaction went from stone-cold 
silence, to audible gasps, to outright 
screams. In a cynical age of remakes, rip-offs, 
cheap sequels and formulaic filmmaking aimed 
at undiscerning teen audiences, Insidiousrs sin- 
cere and very, very effective at pushing movie- 
goers’ buttons. 

As Whanneil explains, it was all carefully 
planned from the screenwriting stage, when he 
and Wan started taking stock of the cliches they 
saw as being the ruin of most modern horror 
movies. 

“I drew up a list of things I just didn’t want us 
to do. It’s not actually jump-scares that 1 hate, 
ifs the false scares, or the false jump-scares. 
It’s where somebody opens that bathroom mir- 
ror cabinet to get their toothpaste out and of 
course when they shut it, there’s someone 


“WE OWED IT TO OURSELVES TO MAKE OUR 

wmm woe film." 


Bump In The Night: Spec3%eigh 
and medium Elise (Lin Shay^ (top left! 
ghost girls inspired by The Shining and 
(top right) a fractured family portrait. 


standing behind them. Huge orchestra sting - 
DUHHHN! - and the audience jumps. Of course, 
the person standing behind them is just a 
brother or a mother, not the bad guy. That to me 
is a false scare. Ifs having the audience at a 
knife’s edge. You got ’em, they’re tense, the 
main character opens the closet and - MR- 
RRAW! - a cat jumps out. Ifs become such a 
tired trope of today's horror films that [the studio 
execs] musf ve worked out some kind of graph 
where they’ve looked at it and said. 'We need a 
jump scare every five minutes!’ Now, if you're 
going to have a Jump scare every five minutes, 
ifs not possible for all of them to be life-threat- 
ening bad guy situations, so 70 percent of them 
are going to have to be the cat, or a friend, or 
my personal ‘favourite,’ the best friend knocking 
on your car window to give you your credit card 
back. ‘Ah, dude! You scared the hell outta me!' 

I hate it!" 

You won’tfind the spectres in /natf/ous show- 
ing up in bathroom mirrors, but you will see 
them in places you don’t quite expect, some- 
times right in your face, accompanied by a sting 
on the soundtrack, other times standing quietly 
in the frame, waiting to be noticed, with no mu- 
sical cues to prepare the viewer. The interplay 
between the shocks and subtle scares ratchets 
up the tension even further. Though there are 
obvious nods to many of the filmmakers’ 
favourite haunted house movies, such as The 
Haunting, The Exomistand The Shining, the plot 
of Insidiousveers off in some unexpected direc- 
tions. Without giving too much away, it actually 
subverts many of the conceits of the subgenre. 

“One of the things Leigh and I wanted to do 
was to make a haunted house film that wasn’t 
ultimately a haunted house film," says Wan. 
“We’d embrace what we love about haunted 
movies, classic staples like a creaking door, or 
a rocking chair, or you think you hear some- 
thing. Embrace all the good stuff and subvert all 
the bad stuff that’s become overused in horror 
movies in general." 

Wan also points out that sometimes ifs sim- 
ply a matter of employing “common sense" by 
having realistic characters make the same de- 
cisions that the average audience member 
would employ. Perhaps the most satisfying 
scene in Insidious sees Josh and Renai make 



JOSEPH BISHARA TALKS 
ABOUT PULLING DOUBLE DUTY 
ON INSIDIOUS. AS BOTH 
SOUNDTRACK DESIGNER AND 
ONSCREEN DEMON. 



AND 

THE 
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N FILMMAKING. IT'S NOT UNCOMMON 
FOR AN ACTOR OR CREW MEMBER TO 
TAKE ON MANY ROLES. Birt it’s Still a surprise 
to find the same person was responsible for creating 
both Insidious scary music score and porfraying its 
scariest entity. Joseph Bishara, the film's composer, 
also fills in as the movie's fiery-faced, cloven-hoofed 
demon. 

“I was already bald, and I’m the right build.” he says of 
director James Wan's casting choice. "They actually 
ended up designing the demon based on pictures of me." 

Despite his lack of formal acting experience, Bishara 
found it rather easy to handle the daily four-hour makeup 
job. plus get inside the mindset of his character. 

“‘Demon’ is the best way to describe him," he says. “I 
don’t really know that he has a motivation. He just does 
what he does." 

What Bishara normally does in films is take care of the 
tunes. His composing credits include scores for The Con- 
vent The Gravedancers and Autopsy, as well as music 
supervision for Repo! The Genetic Opera, and producing 
and mixing music for many film trailers. He had previously 
worked witti Wan on a short called Doggie Heaven but this 
was their first major collaboration. 

"I like darker sounds, so this was an opportunity to re- 
ally let loose CTeatively,” says the composer. “I pretty much 
said yes based on the idea, and before James even shot, 

I had written over an hour of material based just on the 
script." 

From the ear-piercing string sting in the opening titles, 
the sound of Insidious is suitably unsettling. Bishara de- 
scribes the score as a mix of “modem classical and oth- 
erworldly design." Unlike his previous electronic-industrial 
material, it takes full advantage of orchestral instrumen- 
tation. He acquired the use of a rotted, rusted piano and a 
string quartet, both of which he used to experiment. 

“For one piece, the quartet ms instructed to psychically 
feel the next note, to try to anticipate what it might be, ” 
he explains. “We were in the bottom of the house, ^ 
in a dark room, playing along to this series of 
tones they hadn’t heard before and trying to 
push into the psychic mind. 

As for being able to make his own 
character extra scary through 
sound, Bishara says he doesn’t 
analyze the fear factor 
much. 

“I hope ttie demon comes 
across scary, but in the moment 
it’s really about getting out of the 
way completely. And when I get 
of the way, what comes 
through is generally 
scary stuff." ^ 








Paranormal Activities: Etise prepares to contact the ^irit world, (below} Renai (Rose Byrne) hears some- 
thing on the baby monitor, and (inset) the demon (Joseph Bishara) lurks behind Josh (Patrick Wilson). 


the logical choice to protect their family in a way ttiat 
most other haunted movie protagonists can’t seem 
to fathom: if something in your home is scaring the 
bejesus out of you. it's high time to seriously consider 
buggering off. 

“One of the reasons the great haunted house 
movies work is that the actors feel like normal people 
and the audience can relate to them," notes 
Wan. "Patrick and Rose brought so much to the film 
because they came across as real people. I truly be- 
lieve that this film works so well because you buy 
them as an everyday couple. They really brought that 
sense of reality to the movie. Let me put it this way: 
if I would’ve cast Jason Statham as the father, you’d 
think that’s not believable because he’d just kick the 
ghosts' asses." 

There is one major shift in the film's tone, however, 
designed as comic relief. At one point the family hires 
a crew of paranormal investigators, who show up 
wihi a truck full of gadgets. Whannell plays Specs, 
while Australian actor Sampson plays Tucker - com- 
ically antagonistic co-workers in the employ of a 
medium named Elise (character actor Lin Shaye). 
Though seemingly an unnecessarily lighthearted nod 
to the scenes in Poltergeist vi\\h the medium played 
by Zelda Rubinstein. Whannell argues that this isn't 
the case. 

"tt actually wasn't an homage, even though James 
and I are big fans of Poltergeist The ghostbuster 
characters, even though I’m reticent to call them 
ghostbusters because of the comic connotations, are 
there for tension release. One thing James and I 
learned while making Saw is that if you don't 
give the audience a place to 
laugh, they'll find their own 
place and they'll laugh at 
something you don't want 
them to laugh at. Seeing 
as the entire film is sort 
of balancing on a 
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knife’s edge, ’it’s this slow build-up of tension, it’s very 
creepy, by halfway through the film - if you’re doing 
your job right and the audience is enjoying it - it's full 
to bursting, so you need somewhere to relieve the 
tension.” 

The man responsible for much of that tension is 
Joseph Bishara. who scored Insidious (see sidebar). 
While writing the script. Whannell gave Wan a disc of 
music he’d made to help set the tone of the story 
(“Really avant garde pieces, very atonal, not tradi- 
tional, like Krzysztof Penderecki’s stuff or the Kronos 
Quartet - all these scratchy violins and other crazy 
stuff,” says Whannell), and that would help form 
Bishara’s score. Yet the filmmakers weren't done with 
him there. They liked Bishara's look - a slight frame 
and shaved-head - and cast him in the movie as a 
particularly nasty demonic entity. 

“It's kind of like if Hans Zimmer played Freddy 
Krueger,” jokes Whannell. “I don’t know ’rf that com- 
bination has ever occurred before." 

The filmmakers had the latitude to make such an 
unusual choice because they were back to working 
on a small budget after the disastrous experience of 
making the S30 million Dead Silence for Universal. 
Wan won’t reveal the budget for Insidiousbut says it 
was even less than that of the original Saw. which 
was made for $1 .2 million. The indie picture is the 
first production out of a five-picture deal made by the 
producers of Paranormal Activity - including that 
film’s writer and director. Oren Peli - with Canadian 
distributor Alliance. 

"The low-budget nature of it turns out to be a huge 
advantage,” affirms Wan of why he and Whannell 
jumped at Peli’s offer to back the film. “We had such 
a strong vision for this film, we didn’t want people to 
fuck with it. We were very lucky to have strong pro- 
ducers who supported us and really backed us up. ... 
I've told people that although Insidious is probably 
the lowest-budget movie I've made, I think it’s the 
best film I’ve made as a director." © 
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FROM SUGHTLY CHILLING ALES TO PARALYZING STOUTS, RM SAMPLES 
TEN OF THE MOST BLOODCURDLING BEERS ON THE MARKET TODAY. 



Biirificck) Montegioco 
8.5% ABV- Italy 
This Sickly sweet matt tastes 
a bit like a cherry Lambic (a 
form of Belgian beer fer- 
mented for at least a year), 
but it's murkier, swimming 
with the sediment of spices 
and hops. Despite its grim 
name. Demon Hunter is 
packed with the fruity 
flavours of wild berries, ap- 
ples and plums. Available in 
an imposing 29.4 ounce 
bottle, wrapped in a paper 
jacket displaying a decapi- 
tited demon head dangling 
from a chain, this beer looks 
more like a wine. Not 
for tailgating, but it's 
a tasty summer or 
fail diversion. 


I T DOESN'T TAKE A BEER SNOB TO SEE THAT THERE ARE MORE 
CHOICES AVAILABLE FOR BEER DRINKERS THAN MOLSON, 
MILLER AND BUDWEISER THESE DAYS. 

In the years following World War II. brewers throughout the United States and Canada sought to manu- 
facture standardized beers that could be mass-produced and delivered over wide geographic areas, sound- 
ing the death knell for the regional breweries that had reigned throughout the 1 800s up until Prohibition. 

During the 1 950s and 1 960s. mega-brewenes such as Anheuser-Busch and Schlitz became household 
brands in the US. But in the late 1 970s. a beer backlash began as San Francisco’s Anchor Brewing Company 
helped popularize the art of "craft brewing." a process that enabled exotic beer production on a smaller 
scale, and featured more nuanced flavours for discerning drinkers. 

Craft brewing thrived throughout the 'SOs and '90s to the point where, today, one can find hundreds of 
craft brews and importe at the local beer store. In a crowded market, brewers have relied on eye-catching 
names and shocking labels - many of which include horror and occult imagery - to help them stand out 
from the competition. Here are ten of the coolest spooky beers on the market. 
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Mtcrobrasserie Dieu du Clel 
6.5% ABV - Canada 
A rich American-style India 
pale ale (IPA) with a 
creamy head and a smooth 
body. Dry hop-brewed. 
Come du diabfe (which 
translates to “horn of the 
devil”) is a full-bodied ale 
with heavy caramel 
flavours and a hoppy 
aroma. The label portrays a 
relaxed Lucifer, kicking 
back with one hand in his 
pocket, seemingly scan- 
ning the room for hot de- 
monistas. In his right hand, 
his devil's horn makes a 
slammin' pimp cup. 


Rogue Ales 
6.5% ABV - USA 
This deep honey-coloured 
ale may not be seasoned 
by a rotting corpse 
crammed into an old 
wooden keg, but it does 
pack a distinct punch. A 
tart brew in the style of a 
German Maibock. Dead 
Guy Ale is a tangy, smoky- 
flavoured ale with a slight 
hint of chocolate. The dis- 
tinctive Dead Guy label 
was developed to celebrate 
the Mayan Day of the Dead 
and proved to be extremely 
popular, especially among 
Grateful Dead fans. One of 
the most widely available 
ghoulish brews out there. 


Buxton Brewing Company 
7.0% ABV - England 
Last summer, England’s Bux- 
ton Brewing Company signed 
an agreement with Hammer 
Films to produce three Ham- 
, mer-themed beers, which is 
sold throughout Europe. The 
announcement coincided 
with the annual Bram 

Stoker International Film 

0^' Festival in Yorkshire. Curse 
of Frankenstein is a very 
strong (natch) full-bodied 
India pale ale. Though It 
I can t be found in stores on 
■'t 5 these shores, it will be 
y available online at hammer- 
4 houseofbeer.com. 
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SEE ALSO; Coffin Ale. 
Dracula's Desire 


SEE ALSO: Rogue 
Double Dead Guy Ale 
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Unibroue 

8.0% ABV - Canada 
This amber red ale is a 
smooth, medium-bodied 
brew with hints of apples, 
oranges and hoppy spices. 
Brewed by Unibroue in 
Chambly, Quebec, Maudite 
(translated in English as 
“Damned") features a 
label adorned with a 
ghostly canoe soaring 
through blood-red skies, 
above a winged devil. Ac- 
cording to the French 
Canadian legend of the 
Chasse-Galene (or Legend 
of the Flying Canoe), a 
group of woodsmen make 
a deal with the Devil, al- 
lowing them to return 
home in time for Christmas 
aboard a flying canoe. Un- 
fortunately, one traveller 
welshes on the pledge and 
damns the group to hell. A 
murky ale with a powerful 
punch and a pleasant af- 
tertaste. 


Southern Tier Brewing 
Company 
9.0% ABV -USA 
According to European 
folklore. Krampus is Uie 
evil vemton of St. Nicholas 
(see RM#107). instead of 
giving gifts to the good lit- 
tle boys and girls, Kram- 
pus - a homed devil with 
razor sharp teeth who 
dresses in furs - beats 
bad children with a birch 
rod or packs them Into his 
rucksack and carries 
them off to the bowels of 
hell. Ho ho ho indeed. 
New York's Southern Tier 
Brewing Company cele- 
brates Krampus with this 
dry winter pilsner that 
features hints of light 
caramel and lemon peel. 
A nice beer to drink by the 
fire as the wicked winter 
wind blows outside. —— 


Great Lakes Brewing Co. 

9.1% ABV -USA 

A regional favourite from 
the southern shores of 
Lake Erie, this heavy-hit- 
ting ale is guaranteed to 
capsize your ship after a 
few pints. Orange in 
colour with a trace of 
peach flavour, Monster is 
a formidable brew that's 
best enjoyed at a moder- 
ate pace. Legend has it 
that a sea serpent called 
South Bay Bessie swims 
off the shores of Cleve- 
land. Bessie’s legend is 
celebrated with this 
brew, as well as with 
Cleveland's AHL hockey 
franchise. The Lake Erie 
Monsters. 




krampus 


lake Erie Moiislei' 


SEE ALSO: The Cairn- 
gorm Brewing Company's 
Nessie's Monster Mash. 
Great Lakes Brewing's 
Nosferatu Imperial Red Ale 


Browning’s Brewery 
8.0% ABV -USA 

This sultry brew features a 
busty she-devil on its label, 
posed like hell’s very own 
Betty Page. She’s a full-bod- 
ied mascot for a medium- 
bodied brew. 'This Louisville 
double India pale ale features 
a potpourri of fruit flavours 
and is both smooth and easy 
to drink. Featuring hints of 
citrus, pine, orange and 
pineapple, She/Devil is de- 
cidedly un-helli^... until you 
down six or seven of them. 
Remember: you're dealing 
with an 8.0% alcohol by vol- 
ume brew. If you want to 
dance with the Devil, you'll 
pay the price. 


Moorhouse Brewery 
4.5% ABV - England 
Marketed as Blond Bitch in 
the US, this light British 
brew is golden in colour 
with a thin, unassuming 
head and hints of butter- 
scotch. At just 4.5% aico- 
hol. it can be enjoyed in 
volume, though blondes 
have a nasty way of sneak- 
ing up on you if you take 
ttrem for granted. The Witch 
is a grainy, slightly bitter 
British import, best enjoyed 
on hot summer days. 


Great Divide 
Brewing Company 
9.5% ABV -USA 
Finally, a beer big and bold 
enoigh for Bigfoot himself. 
Yeti Imperial Stout is darker 
tttan midnight in the woods 
of the Pacific Northwest, 
with tastes of dark choco- 
, late, roasted malt, coffee, 
’ licorice and toffee. It’s a vis- 
cous Russian Imperial stout 
that pours like mo- 

lasses. Strong and 

hearty, this makes 
for a good dessert 
7 beer. A 


SEE ALSO: 

Moorhouse's. 
Pendle i 
Witches I 
Brew H 
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“A FILM THAT CONTAINS A FLURRY 
OF GENUINELY SHOCKING IMAGERY 
SURE TO SPARK GENUINE HORROR 
AND REVULSION FROM ITS AUDIENCE.” 

‘TODO BROWN 
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CAR TROUBLE 


DRIVE ANGRY 3D 

Starring Nicolas Cage, Amber Heard and William Fichtner 
Directed by Patrick Lussier 
Written by Patrick Lussier and Todd Farmer 
Millennium Films 

Has anyone ever taken Nicolas Cage seriously 
as an action hero? Someone must have at some 
point, but I'm hard-pressed to 
imagine how it started. He ex- 
celled as the loveable, hapless 
doofuses in Moonstruck and 
Raising Arizona, a loveable, hap- 
less doofus-cum-tough guy in 
Wiid at Heart and an emotionally 
devastated writer committing a 
siow suicide in Leaving Las 
Vegas. Granted, plum roles don’t 
come along every year, and into 
each career a little dreck must 
fall, but you'd think Cage’s ass 
would be sore enough from 
falling on it so many times in ac- 
tion thrillers that he’d have 
backed off by now. Of course, his 
recent financial troubles have compelled him to 
accept even more ill-advised roles, and here 
comes another one. 


In fairness, he’s not the only problem with 
Drive Angry. Cage plays John Milton (no, not that 
John Milton), who escapes hell and comes back 
to Earth to smoke cigars, bang broads, hunt the 
cultists who murdered his daughter and kid- 
napped his grandchild, and avoid the demon 
(William Fichtner) who’s hot on his heels. In the 
process, a lot of cars get smashed up and a lot 
more people get beat up, shot up, blown up and 
otherwise fucked up. 

Silly concept? Sure, but 
no more so than any of 
the other posX-Grindhouse 
paeans to '70s and ’80s 
exploitation cinema, some 
of which hit the mark {Pi- 
ranha 3D, Machete, Hobo 
with a Shotguri) while oth- 
ers miss by a block [The 
Expendabies) or a mile 
[Death ProofUom Quentin 
Tarantino, the man who 
ironically ignited the 
whole craze with a shitty 
movie that underper- 
formed at the box office). 
There’s no trled-and- 
true formula, but a film of this type absolutely 
must have the courage of its convictions, which 
Is where Drive Angry repeate(i\'^ falls just ago- 


nizingly short of the mark.The stunts are im- 
pressive and the violence and nudity are beyond 
what we have any right to expect in multiplex 
fodder, and yet it always seems to rein itself in 
at the last second when going too far is exactly 
what should happen. Cage follows suit with his 
performance - he’s clearly unhinged and ob- 
sessed, yet never quite enough to make it mem- 
orable. The Spinal Tap quote about the fine line 
between clever and stupid has been invoked 
many times in these pages. But sometimes it’s 
the only way to sum things up, and this is one 
of those times. 

JOHN W. BOWEN 

EAT YOUR H^^^^^^ 

OUT. GEORGE 


WE ARE WHAT WE ARE 

starring Adrian Aguirre, Miriam Balderas 

and Francisco Barreiro 

Written and directed by Jorge Michel Grau 

IFC 

An old man pukes up black bile and dies in a 
shopping mall, whereupon he’s instantly re- 
moved by a cleaning crew that goes unnoticed 
by passersby - the opening of Jorge Michel’ 
Grau’s impressive directorial debut, We Ate 
What We Are, quickly announces itself as a 
movie indebted to George A. Romero. Though 
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Grau has a gift for suspense and is unafraid to 
splatter around bodily fluids, he’s mainly Inter- 
ested in marrying social commentary to horror. 
From the unforgettable beginning that cynically 
critiques the whitewashing of consumer culture, 
Grau goes out of his way to explore the social 
implications of a dirty little family of cannibals. 

That bile-spewing old man turns out to be an 
impoverished patriarch who made a meagre liv- 
ing repairing watches. When that wasn’t enough 
to keep his family fed, he started bringing back 
corpses to be con- 
sumed in a mystical 
manner that his fam- 
ily refers to as “The 
Ritual." With daddy 
gone, the family is 
left with a grief- 
stricken mother, a 
sultry teen daughter 
and two bumbling 
sons, who are ill-pre- 
pared to take over 
their father’s murderous responsibilities. As 
viewers, we’re never expected to fully under- 
stand or identify with what they’re going 
through. Instead, we watch with unease as the 
familial bond and a desperation for normalcy 
forces them to play out their prescribed societal 
roles in a zombie-like fashion. 

We Are What We Are is not a horror movie for 
the attention-span deficient. Grau takes his time, 
following his characters through 
seemingly mundane tasks, while 
using creeping cameras, subtle 
sound cues and eerie production 
design to build atmosphere. And 
when the shit does hit the fan and 
the cannibalistic clan finally struts 
its stuff, the results are deeply dis- 
turbing. Some may claim the film 
is too slow and not violent enough, 
and while it’s true that We Are 
What We Are would never succeed 
as a bona fide Video Nasty, Grau’s 
debut balances horror and art 
house conventions in a manner 
rarely achieved. 

Provided that he sticks to his 
genre roots, Grau is a filmmaker 
to watch, especially for horror fans who appre- 
ciate substance along with their cannibalistic 
massacres. 

PHIL BROWN 


TR UN C AT E D T EBR O R 

TEKETEKE 

Starring Yiiko Ohsriima, Mami Yamasaki and Mai Nishida 
Written by Takeki Akimoto 
Directed by Koji Sbiraishi 
Jap3nRix.e0m 

Poor Koji Shiraishi. In 2009, the Japanese di- 
rector released two flicks on opposite ends of 


the horror spectrum. While the Guinea Pig-Wke 
Grotesque (RM#96} promptly got itself banned 
in the UK. his more traditional J-horror, Teketeke, 
languished in obscurity until it was recently 
picked up for digital distribution through Japan- 
Flix.com. What hamstrings both movies, though, 
is a stunning lack of originality. 

Teketeke begins promisingly enough, with a 
young woman who has been split in two at the 
waist. Inside a house nearby, two kids are dis- 
cussing the very creature that’s just done her in; 

Teketeke. The same fate 
soon befalls high school 
student Ayaka (Mai 
Nishida), best friend of 
main character Kana 
(Yuko Ohshima of Japan- 
ese all-female pop group 
AKB48), shortly after the 
pair argue over pretty boy 
Keita (Ikkei). 

Otherwise clueless, 
Keita conveniently brings 
up the legend of a ghostly 
woman who’s missing 
the lower part of her body 
(think Half Boy from 
Freaky called Teketeke, 
her name derived from 
the sound her claws make as she tears after her 
prey. Those she doesn’t instantly kill, she hunts 
down three days later. Not only does Kana incur 
the creature’s wrath, so does her older cousin 
Rie (Mami Yamasaki). Eventually, the two team 
up to solve the mystery of Teketeke before time 
runs out. 

We see more of Teketeke as the movie chugs 
along, though often it’s the same shot over and 
over, in which she resembles a Zygon from Doc- 
tor Who doing a push-up. Still, the combination 
of hearing Teketeke's nails scrabbling across the 
pavement and shots from the beast’s perspec- 
tive occasionally ratchets up the tension. Sure, 


the characters are disposabie and Teketeke’s 
origin is ridiculous, but the movie itself may be 
strangely endearing to some for the idiosyncratic 
second half, which demonstrates a sense of hu- 
mour utterly lacking in the first part. Teketeke 
the creature has a torso but no legs: Teketeke 
the movie gets off to a lifeless start but has a 
fun tail end. 

A.S. BERMAN 

P WAY fO TREAT 

AN OLD ONE 


THE LAST LOVECRAFT: 

RELIC OF CTHULHU 

starring Kyfe Davis, Devin McGinn and Matt Bauer 
Directed by Henry Saine 
Written by Devin McGinn 
Dark Sky 

What would H.P. Lovecraft have thought about 
becoming such a pop culture commodity? There 
are Cthulhu T-shirts galore, comic book adapta- 
tions, Great Old One toys, theme bands (e.g. The 
Darkest of the Hillside Thickets) and, of course, 
all the movies. Would it have brought a smile to 
the morose mug of the Dark Prince of Provi- 
dence? 

Well, if someone forced him to sit through The 
Last Lovecraft: Relic of Cthulhu, he’d probably 
shit a tentacle. 

Not that a Lovecraftian buddy comedy isn’t a 
fine idea in theory, it’s just that this one is de- 
rivative, poorly scripted and badly edited. Jeff 
(Kyle Davis) and Charlie {writer/producer Devin 
McGinn) are your standard movie nerd pals. Jeff 
is the Neurotic One who’s shy around girls and 
Charlie is the Overbearing One with the funny 
lines. They both love geek stuff and work in 
shitty office cubicles, but one of them happens 
to be the last surviving descendant of H.P. Love- 
craft. Now that a Lovecraftian cult has found an 
ancient relic and resurrected one of Cthuihu's 
generals, Starspawn, a secret society enlists Jeff 
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Kody Zimmermann 
22 minutes 

thefamiliarmovie.com 

Like my own misadventures as a strip club DJ, The Fa- 
miliar \s a cautionary tale in which a would-be dream 
gig fijms out to be just another shit job. Not every fa- 
mous vampire has a familiar - basically a human as- 
sistant - but they're relatively common in film and literature. (Think Dracuia's 
Renfield.) Kody ZImmermann's take on the archetype finds an impressionable 
dork accepbng a gofer gig for a narcissistic 400-year-old vampire, only to be 
doomed to a life of servitude. The dialogue's a little dull fora dark satire, but 
Zimmermann directs with panache, the small cast is superb and the film 
looks great, belying the SI 5,000 budget. Apparently Zimmermann drew in- 
spiration from working as an actor’s assistant. Wonder if he counts The 
Dresser among his favourite films? 



Ashley Thoipe 
12 minutes 
carrionfilms.co.uk 

The latest from animator Ashley Thorpe (/?M#95) plun- 
ders an obscure British folk tale about a pair of spectral, 
disembodied hands that terrorize motorists on the 
winding hills of Dartmoor. Featuring the unmistakable 
rasp of Doug “Pinhead” Bradley and riffing on the likes 
of David Lynch, Alfred Hitchcock and EC Comics, The Hairy Hands sees a 
con-man speeding through the dreaded moors on a deserted night. He's just 
suckered some poor lady out of a sizeable chunk of change and almost gets 
away with it until the fabled hands put an oink in his ointment. With his char- 
acteristic approach of combining still photos with painted backgrounds. 
Thorpe beautifully captures the haunting isolation ofUie ghostly moors in the 
same evocative, gothic style that is his trademark. 



Kire Paputts 
17 minutes 

animalcontrolfilm.com 

Larry is a reclusive animal control worker who's fallen 
into a morbid yet oddly serene routine harvesting road- 
kill and bringing it home to rest amongst a litany of tixi- 
dermied critters. When one of his soon-to-be-stuffed 
pals turns out to be not quite dead, Lany grips his msty 
shovel and. . . It's that ellipsis that best describes Animal Controls horror. 
Aside from some gruesome taxidermy, the unease is rooted in the viewer’s 
preconceived notions of both horror films and people in general. Sporting a 
combover and a gaunt physique, Larry seems weird enough to bugger the 
next dead animal he sees. But every time he’s put in a position of power, he 
pauses to contemplate the situation before acting. By letting our imaginations 
run wild, An/ma/ Confro/ creates a powerful sense of dread - all before end- 
ing on a surprisingly touching note. 


to stop them from unleashing the Ten- 
tacled One himself upon the Earth. 

If you were wondering where the 
requisite Fat One was in all of this, he 
appears in the form of Paul (Barak 
Hardley), Jeff and Charlie's former 
classmate who knows everything 
about Lovecraft’s universe, even if he 
does iive in his grandma's guest room. 

Together they seek out a desert- 
dweliing sea captain who can help 
them defeat Starspawn and his min- 
ions. 

The bad CGI and cheap monster 
masks are forgivabie, even kinda fun, 
and the animated history of Cthulhu sequence is rather inspired, but the 
script is Elder God-awful. The telescoped jokes are lame and the dialogue 
is wannabe-Kevin Smith irritating, especially when spouted by such cliche 
characters. 

Laughably described on the DVD cover as ‘'Evil Dead meets The Hang- 
over" (no, wrong, fuck you) and clearly influenced by Shaun of the Dead, 
The Last Lovecraft utterly fails to capitalize on a strong premise, and the 
often jarring editing just makes it that much more of a fish-fisted wreck. 
Somewhere, out past the Mountains of Sadness, and beyond time and 
space, H.P.'s long face just got even longer. 

DAVE ALEXANDER 

THE LAST VICTIM 

Starring William Forsythe, Jesse Moss and Emma Lahana 
Directed by Svetozar Ristovski 
Written by Jason Moss and Kellie Madison 
Anchor Bay 

Adapted from the book of the same name, The Last Victim (also known 
on film as Dear Mr. Gac^ recounts the true story of eighteen-year-old col- 
lege student Jason Moss (played by 
the coincidentally surnamed Jesse 
Moss: Tucker & Dale vs. Evifj, who 
forged a relationship with death 
row inmate John Wayne Gacy in the 
seven months leading up to the se- 
rial killer’s execution in May 1994. 

In need of a subject for a crimi- 
nology term paper, Jason hatches 
the idea of becoming pen pals with 
the incarcerated mass murderer 
under the false pretenses of relat- 
ing to his plight and seeking guid- 
ance for a fledgling gay lifestyle 
(Gacy was a suspected homosex- 
ual). After catching his attention 
with staged half-naked photos, 

Jason appears to earn Gacy's trust as the two exchange letters and talk in- 
timately for hours on the phone, the deception eventually fracturing Jason’s 
relations with his family and girlfriend. As Gacy becomes increasingly needy, 
Jason’s research - including a trip to a seedy gar bar where he is drugged 
by a hustler - grows dangerously consuming. By the time Gacy suggests 
the pair should meet face to face, it’s clear Jason has grossly underesti- 
mated the reach and depth of Gacy's perverse darkness and the impact of 
the killer’s influence on his psyche. So much so that, though it isn't covered 
in the film’s narrative, the book’s title proved to be nasty foreshadowing 
when, in 2006, Jason - a practicing criminal defence attorney at the time 
- took his own life. 













While Brian Dennehy’s Emmy-nominated turn 
as Gacy in the TV movie To Catch a Killer {]992) 
is tough to beat, Forsythe's portrayal of the'sex- 
ually deviant murderer is definitely chilling. The 
veteran actor depicts the balance of Gacy's con- 
genial everyman fagade and underlying menace 
so well that at last year’s Rue Morgue Festival 
of Fear, he admitted that upon finishing the film 
he dyed his hair blonde and listened to The 
Beach Boys to cleanse himself of the role. 

This well-told and engaging straight-to-DVD 
drama, which is further elevated by a convincing 
performance by Jesse Moss (particularly as 
Jason spirals out of control under Gacy’s hold), 
is creepily reflective of the characteristics of the 
killer himself: seemingly run-of-the-mill, surpris- 
ingly disarming and, at its heart, downright 
frightening. 

TREVOR TUMINSKI 


TYPE JOE NEGATIVE 


THE BLEEDING 


starring Michael Matthias, Rachelle Leah 
and Michael Madsen 
Written by Lance Lane 
Directed by Charlie Picemi 
Anchor Bay 

Vampire movies tend to 
break one of two ways. You 
either have the vampire as 
a beautiful, misunderstood, 
angst-ridden immortal in 
the treacly and nauseating 
tradition devolving from 
Anne Rice to Twilight, or the 
nastier, pulpier vampire-as- 
slobbering-foreign-predator 
that must be destroyed at 
all costs. 

I overwhelmingly prefer 
the latter category of bloodsucker, which is why 
I was sort of excited to watch The Bleeding. With 
a box cover that unapologetically promises vam- 
pires, guns, muscle cars, hot chicks, tough guys, 
gore, gunfights and explosions, it seemed to be 
exactly what I wanted out of a vampire movie. 
What I got was a clumsy mess that plays out like 
a fusion of Blade and The Fast and the Furious, 
made by someone with a crippling addiction to 
all-man channel Spike TV. 

Michael Matthias, looking like something lipo- 
suctioned out of VIn Diesel, stars as Shawn 
Black, an ex-Army Ranger seeking to avenge the 
death of his parents, who discovers in passing 
that he is - wait for it - a vampire slayer - the 
Chosen One who can defeat vampire king Cain 
(VInnie Jones), no less. Do I really need to go on? 

So our hero lumbers from scene to discon- 
nected scene, bumping into cameo appearances 
by a stable of has-beens, never-weres and what- 
the-fucks. Armand Assante mumbles his way 
through a part that has nothing to do with the 
movie while LA Inker KatVon D displays the sort 


of thespian chops one expects from someone 
who’s famous for having tattoos. Michael Mad- 
sen has a little more fun with the 
role of a gun-toting preacher, but 
never quite manages to make us 
forget that he’s probably being 
paid in booze. 

Nothing that happens onscreen 
is adequately explained, though 
we are treated to tons of exposi- 
tion about events we never 
actually see, most of it de- 
livered in Matthias’ wooden, 
cliche-riddled voice-over. 

But the worst thing about 
The Bleeding is that there 
was probably a truly kick- 
ass B-movie to be had here, if only the 
film was more self-aware. Having sub- 
jected myself to the utter embarrassment 
of its execution. I’m ready to switch gen- 
ders, gain 70 pounds and spend my 
nights reading Stephenie Meyer books by 
the light of an open refrigerator, sobbing be- 
tween mouthfuls of cookie dough ice cream 
while staring at a fading pin-up of David Bore- 
anaz. 

JOSEPH O’BRIEN 


OFFICE SPACE 


INTERPLANETARY 

starring Mia Frost, Kyle Holman and Michael Shelton 
Written and directed by Chance Shirley 
Shock-O-Rama Cinema 

Remember when you were a kid and you’d 
pop a fishbowl onto your head to pretend that 
you were an astronaut? And the cardboard box 
that the new refrigerator came in was your 
spaceship? And a stick with some coloured tape 


magically became a ray gun that could zap scary 
space aliens back to Planet Zero? 

Science fiction and horror usually blend in- 
credibly well, but for every Aliens, there are 1 00 
shitty movies like Screamers, and the discrep- 
ancy in quality is usually directly associated with < 
the budget. Whereas high-budget films are typ- 
ically laden with glossy, eye-popping special ef- 
fects, cash-strapped ones generally rely on lo-fi 
feats of movie magic, hence fishbowl space hel- 
mets and cardboard 
ships. Interplanetary def- 
initely falls into the latter 
category, but don’t write 
it off just yet. 

Set on Mars, it follows 
a group of nine men and 
women who operate an 
off-world administrative 
centre for an enigmatic 
company known as the 
Interplanetary Corpora- • 
tion. Workdays consist of 
the kind of stereotypical shenanigans featured ' 
in a D/7bert comic as the staff deals with redun- 
dant bureaucracy, satirical office politics and 
subordinate brown-nosing. But it ajl changes 
when one of them uncovers an ancient Martian 
artifact, a la Total Recall, and they suddenly find 
themselves deemed expendable by the Corpo- 
ration, which has been breeding a batch of nasty 
man-eating aliens in a nearby secret lab. 

Yes, it’s marred by lame sets and a rubber- 
suited alien that looks like it walked off the set 
of a 1949 Hollywood creature feature, but Inter- 
planetary also has a lot of smart, witty dialogue, 
a solid storyline and some good gore effects, 
particularly when the alien goes on a limb-tear- 
ing, spine-ripping, head-crusiiing rampage. The 
unique blend q| horror, action, sci-fi and comedy • 








RYiWe THE COOP' 

SCARLET FRY'S JUNKFODD HORRORFEST 

Brain Damage Films 

Short films are like quickies; fast, sweet and satisfying, but only if done with care. 
Unfortunately, these six shorts hosted by Scarlet Fry - a rotting hillbilly with a 
penchant for tying wayward women to trees - don't make the cut. While each of 
the cautionary tales boasts an array of colourful characters, including overweight 
cannibals, murderous nurses, pissed-off Satanists, pregnant girlfriends and even 
skateboarding stoners, and they're full of (low-budget) gore effects, the films are 
disjointed, muddled, often nonsensical and set to a soundtrack that may have been created by some- 
one beating on a Casio keyboard with a severed limb. A cameo by Alice Cooper's sexy daughter Calico 
as a strung-out junkie is a highlight, but even the horror-lovin’ shock rocker couldn't get behind this 
one. 

BODY COUNT: 11 

STRANGEST KILL: Transvestite beaten to death with a skateboard 


^RRO^g S! 


MORE DAMKCED fiOOSS 

NIGHTMARE ALLEY 

Brain Damage Films 

. Scarlet Fry is back - made over to look like a sideshow raconteur - to introduce 
^ ' alley' seven shorts of Nightmare Alley. Filmed in “Grind-O-Scope,” which gives 

aiu. I some of the tales that scratchy vintage look, this is definitely a step up from 

i I Junkfood Horroriest Running the gamut from an Old West tale about three cow- 

< ) (V) c'-> ■ boyswhofindameteorttethatturnsthemintogut-munchingzombies,toashort 
about a possessed toy mouse that makes its owner prey on nubile hitchhikers, 
this disc is jammed with cannibals, ghosts, emo kids and even a yam featuring a modem Jack the 
Ripper. A low-budget affair with bad acfing and laughable effects, it’s still ideal for watching with a 
few friends and a lot of beerl 
BODY COUNT: 19 

STRANGEST KILL: Fat guy brained with a frying pan 

MNT SPELL 'SLKUSHTEIt' WiTHOUT UUSHTER' 

DR. SHOCK'S GRINDHOUSE OF HORRORS 

Brain Damage Films 

With a pair of X-ray specs, a fake moustache and the annoying habit of referring 
- to his viewers as “couch potatoes,” Dr. Shock is a hyperactive horror host who 
has risen out of the Ohio muck to host a series of horror shorts, including Dr. 
\ Shock’s Tales of Terror {RM#28) and Dr. Shock's Scary Stories {RM#35i. This 
p -Tiocl.. ^ focuses on two deranged brothers who use their bed and break- 

fast to render tourists into beef jerky, a bunch of hookers who turn their homy 
clients into vampires and a down-and-out journalist who hires some stoners to help him wi&i a killer 
scoop. Sick, stupid and silly - it's comforting to know the good doctor still has the perfect prescription 
for low-budget horror humour. 

BODY COUNT: 15 

STRANGEST KILL: Ass ruptured by a rototiller 

LAST CHANCE LANCE 


make it an enjoyable watch, particularly because di- 
rector Chance Shirley [Hide & Creep) decided to 
completely forego CGI in favour of practical effects, 
which give the production a cool, retro feet. If you're 
a fan of movies such as Automatons and THX1138, 
this is your chance to be one of those geeks who can 
say they saw Interplanetarybefore it became an un- 
derground hit. 

UST CHANCE LANCE 

“DONT^’TIL 

YAGETENOUGH 

PROWL 

starring Courtney Hope. Ruta Gedmintas and Bruce Payne 
Directed by Patrik Syversen 
Written by Tim Tori 
After Dark Films 

You know all those horror films that go on about 
five minutes too long? Prowl is frustrating in an en- 
tirely different way: it ends just when things start to 
get interesting. It has a lot going for it - an unusually 
proactive heroine: creepy, minimalist settings; and a 
fairly inventive take on an idea that has worn out its 
welcome - but it also 
takes forever to get to 
the good stuff. When it fi- 
nally does, the credits roll 
and we’re left with the 
first really intriguing 
question posited in the 
entire film: what the hell 
happens next? 

Amber (Courtney Hope) 
is ready to ditch her Mid- 
western hometown in 
favour of the big city. She 
and her friends are en 
route to Chicago when 
their car breaks down, so they talk a creepy truck 
driver (Bruce Payne) into taking them to the city in 
the back of his creepy truck (yes, I know). They never 
make it to Amber's new apartment, of course, as the 
trucker instead delivers them to an abandoned 
slaughterhouse. The (mostly off-camera) bloodshed 
begins before you can say, “Damn, no cellphone sig- 
nal." 

One of Prowfs nicer surprises is that it avoids the 
stalk-’n’-slash scenario that seems a given from its 
set-up. Slaughter here is a wholesale, rather than 
piecemeal, affair, and you might be shocked as to 
what happens to whom, and when. The energy of the 
attacks is mostly compromised by shaky camera 
work and jackrabbit editing, but the creatures (vam- 
pires, apparently, though the word is never used) are 
acceptably aggressive and the script hints at an in- 
teresting mythology. Hints is the problem. 

Though Prowl is essentially a lengthy lead-up to a 
twist many will see coming (and one that strains 
credibility for sure), it does take the story into some' 
intriguing territory. It's just too bad we don’t get to 
spend any time there. 

APRIL SNELLINGS 






Amsterdam 


BEER 6IERE 
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21 Bathurst Street, Toronto, Canada 
www.amsterdambeer.com 


Surrealistic Sci-Fi adventure 
comedy about a heart broken 
mad scientist and his lost lover. 


Ademonpossesedbrideison 
a killing spree just before the 
funniest and bloodiest wedding 


A disturbed woman, haunted 
by the death of her lover, 

I kidnaps and brutalizes 
I those she believes to be 
I her lover reborn. 


NOW RVniLFIBLE RT RMRZON.COM. 
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EBERT & RARER 


I SPITON YOUR GRAVE (1978)“"* 

Starring Camille Keaton, Eron Tabor and Rk^rd Pace 
Written and directed by Meir Zarchi 
Anchor Bay 

Concurrent with the home video release of 
201 0’s I Spit on Your Grave remake is this hi-def 
debut of the original 1 978 ver- 
sion. This exploitation landmark 
is one of the most misunder- 
stood and unfairly maligned 
films ever made, having been 
censored, banned or con- 
demned sight-unseen many 
times since its release. In his 
zero-star review, Roger Ebert 
described it as “a vile bag of 
garbage” and “an expression 
of the most diseased and per- 
verted darker human natures.” 

Curiously, similarly themed 
films Dirty Harry (1971) and 
Death Wish (1 974) were granted three stars each 
and a fair amount of praise. 

Central to all three films is vigilantism, with / 
Spit on Your Grave being the most intimate. 
Camille Keaton delivers a bravura performance 
as Jennifer Hills, a writer who rents a remote cot- 
tage to complete a novel, unwittingly attracting 



the attention of a quartet of local lowlifes who 
stalk and horrifically violate her. The 25-minute 
rape sequence (not the “hour of rapes” cited by 
Ebert), in which Jennifer is repeatedly assaulted, 
is a harrowing and likely accurate depiction of 
what rape is - dirty, ugly and humiliating. It’s as 
far from titillating as a cinematic depiction of the 
crime could be, and as strong as it is, it’s essen- 
tial to elevating the film above a mere “geek 
show” (Ebert again). 

The difference is that Jennifer 
is not an alpha male dispensing 
street justice through a surro- 
gate penis; she’s the womeh's 
lib movement ideal of the ’70s 
- a confident, successful 
woman, comfortable with her 
body - who is viciously at- 
tacked for it. Despairing of see- 
ing justice in a patriarchal 
society, she takes matters into 
her own hands, using her inner 
strength and sexuality to punish 
her tormentors. And if it takes a 
sliced-off penis, a hanging and a little hatchet 
work to satiate her need for revenge, so be it! 

Of course, the Blu-ray sports a fantastic trans- 
fer, and the raft of supplements from Elite Enter- 
tainment’s 2002 Millennium Edition DVD have all 
been carried forward; the sole new extra is The 
Value of Vengeance, a 29-minute reminiscence 


of the film's history by director Meir Zarchi. The 
only real complaint to be made is that the original 
incorrect body count listed on the cover art has 
been corrected! 

THE GORE-MET 


SL EE P With THE FiSHES 

UP FROM THE DEPTHS (1979)“ 

starring Sam Bottoms, Susanne Reed and Virgil Frye 

Directed by Charles B. Griffith 

Written by Alfred M. Sweeney and Anne Dyer 

DEMON OF PARADISE (1987)“ 

Starring Kathryn Witt, William Steis and Laura Banks 
Directed by Cirio H. Santiago 
Written by C.J. Santiago and Frederick-Bailey 
Shout! Factory 

Much as we love Roger German, there’s no 
denying that many of his lesser-known efforts are 
lesser known for valid reasons; Gorman himself 
would be the first to admit It, so it’s not like I’m 
full-on blaspheming here. Furthermore, while I ap- 
plaud Shout! Factory’s ongoing Roger Gorman 
Glassies reissue line, these two schlockers illus- 
trate why I can’t recommend the entire series with 
a clear conscience. 

So why stick them on 
the same disc, rather 
than pair them up sepa- 
rately with better Gorman 
films? Well, both of these 
post- Jaws cheapies fea- 
ture aquatic beasties, 
both are set in Hawaii, 
both have subplots in- 
volving unscrupulous re- 
sort owners and both have further subplots 
involving bimbettes being photographed topless 
for magazine layouts. Unfortunately, both also fea- 
ture monsters so poorly designed that we’re never 
allowed to see them for more than a few seconds, 
both are rife with ill-advised attempts at comic re- 
lief and - a cardinal sin for any Gorman film - both 
are absolutely dead fucking boring. 

Up From the Depths has a beach resort being 
terrorized - very slowly - after an undersea earth- 
quake unleashes a big, butt-ugly fish that looks 
like a great white shark genetically mashed up 
with a grouper. It kills someone. Then nothing hap- 
pens for a long time. Then it kills someone else. 
Then nothing happens for almost as long. Rinse. 
Repeat. Then a chick finally takes her top off, after 
which the final showdown between the monster 
fish, locals and tourists gets underway, although it 
couldn’t quite match the excitement I experienced 
when the closing credits roljed. 

Reputedly a remake of Gorman’s own Creature 
From the Haunted Sea (1961), Demon of Paradise 
has a mythical man/lizard/maybe fish/I really can’t 
be bothered-thingie awakened from its ancient 
watery slumber by illegal dynamite fishing, ft kills 
someone. Then nothing happens for a long time. 
Repeat, Chick removes top, etc. I’m tempted to 
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give Demon points for showing a bit more of the 
monster than Up From the Depths, although this 
mainly consists of shadowy shots of the thing half- 
emerging from the water to go "Blurrrgh!" and 
wave a paw at us in a supposedly menacing fash- 
ion. Said points, however, must be subsequently 
deducted for the excruciatingly authentic 1987 
sub-Miami Vice/Beverly Hills Cop synth drivel 
music score. Shout! Factory, we love you for the 
Gorman reissues, but please try to steer clear of 
the stuff that only sullies his good name, 'kay? 

JOHN W. BOWEN 


COSMIC CRITICS 


heart attack in prison four years later at the age of 
43 amid rumours that he was denied medication 
by his warders, although no official investigation 
was ever undertaken. Berdella admitted to the 
murders and yet, in a fashion similar to his con- 
temporaries Ted Bundy and 
Canadian child murderer 
Clifford Olson, managed to 
raise public ire even further 
by attempting to deflect re- 
sponsibility with ludicrous 
claims tiat law enforcement 
and the judicial system were 
somehow complicit in his 
crimes. 

Veteran documentarian 
Benjamin Meade {American 
Stag, Brakhage: The Final Wortfi mostiy comes up 
aces with Bazaar Bizarre, the title derived from the 
name of the vending booth Berdella ran at a local 
flea market, where he hawked various macabre 
artifacts and may have even served up human 
meat chili to his co-workers during potiuck 
lunches. Meade deftly blurs the lines by intercut- 
ting re-enactments with doc footage, although his 
bids for authenticity are occasionally derailed by 
out-of*sync hairstyles and tattoos. 

Importantly, Christopher Leo, the actor portraying 
Berdella in the dramatic footage, bears a fair re- 
semblance to tile killer and turns in a remarkably 
strong performance. In fact, Meade’s only misstep 
is in his choice of composer Bill Gladden, who pro- 
vided music scores for several of Meade’s previous 
films; Gladden’s faux band, the Demon Dogs, 
dumb down the proceedings with horrible, mun- 
dane faux-roots rock, faux-funk and faux-pretty 
much everything else you can imagine, cheapen- 
ing an otherwise sober and well-crafted documen- 
tary. (Included on the DVD are deleted scenes and 
a “post-mortem” featurette with cast and crew 
members.) Bazaar Bizarre takes an unflinching 
look at a modern-day atrocity without ever resort- 
ing to exploitation, but the soundtrack may put 
your tuning-out skills to the test. 

JOHN W. BOWEN 


- decide to get their fortunes read by a mystic 
named Madame Estrella (Brett O’Hara) at a seedy 
carnival. After Angela receives an ominous predic- 
tion, the three leave, only to have Jerry hypnotized 
on the way out by the mystic’s stripper sister, 
Carmelita. Thinking he has eyes for the peeler, An- 
gela leaves in a huff (with Harold in tow), and Jerry 
is further entranced by Estrella into committing 
several murders. 

An off-the-wall flick complete with campy song- 
and-dance routines, outrageously bad dialogue 
and a hackneyed storyline. It’s a stunning example 
of so-bad-it’s-good. Taking the trash talk to new 
levels, the MST3K gang rips apart everytiiing from 
King's accent to Steckler’s then-wife Carolyn 
Brandt (who appears here as an alcoholic dancer), 
calling her a transvestite and spouting lines such 
as, “Shots ring out; yet the people of Bosnia 
bravely go on with their peepshows.” 

Wisecracks aside, while these are entertaining 
films in their own right, MST3Ktans should love 
them even more. 

JAMES BURRELL 


MURDER AND MUZAK 


BAZAAR BIZARRE (2004)" 

Hosted by Jaims Elroy 

Written and directed by Benjamin Meade 

Troma 

I’m always amazed at the way certain serial 
murder cases immediately and permanently enter 
the collective consciousness while others - despite 
being more gruesome, bizarre and/or involving 
bigger body counts - never get beyond the level 
of local history. And for reasons unknown, Bob 
Berdella, perpetrator of one of the most gruesome 
killing sprees of the 1980s, falls squarely into the 
latter category. 

Sexual sadist Berdella was convicted in 1988 of 
murdering six Kansas City-area male prostitutes - 
raping and torturing them for days and sometimes 
weeks on end before killing them - and remains 
suspected in more disappearances. He died of a 


MYSTERY SCIENCE THEATER 3000: 

BEGINNING OF THE END (1957) " 

Starring Peter Graves. Peggie Castle and Morris Ankrum 
Written by Fred Freiberger and Lester Com 
Directed by Bert I. Gordon 


MYSTERY SCIENCE THEATER 3000: 

THE INCREDIBLY STRANGE CREATDRES WHD 
STDPPED LIVING AND BECAME MIXED-DP 
ZDMBIES(1964|" 

Starring Ray Dennis Steckler. Carolyn Brandt 
and Brett O'Hara 

Written by E.M. Kevke, Gene Poliock and Robert Silliphant 
Directed by Ray Dennis Steckler 
Shout! Factory 

The quips come fast and 
furious in these episodes from 
MST3KS fifth and eighth sea- 
sons as the Satellite of Love’s 
crew - Mike Nelson, Crow 
(Trace Beaulieu/Bill Corbett) 
and Tom Servo (Kevin Mur- 
phy) - are faced with two ex- 
ceptional pieces of cinematic 
trash: 1 957’s Beginning of hie 
End and the mind-blowing 
1964 programmer The In- 
credibly Strange Creatures 
Who Stopped Living and Be- 
came Mixed-Up Zombies. 

In Beginning of the End, a 
series of experiments into producing enIcU'ged foods 
(using radiation!) by the US Department of Agricul- 
ture results in gigantic mutant locusts running amok 
after the insects consume an irradiated wheat sup- 
ply. The gargantuan grasshoppers then head out to 
munch on Chicago and it’s up to scientist Ed Wain- 
wright (Peter Graves: TV’s Mission: impossibldj and 
a headstrong reporter to save the day. 

Along with their usual acerbic observations, the 
MSTSKaew put on a skit about Graves attending 
the University of Minnesota, and demonstrate di- 
rector Bert I. Gordon’&special effects approach for 
the film: putting grasshoppers (albeit in this case, 
plastic ones) onto still photos in order to give them 
the illusion of great size. 

For director Ray Dennis Steckler’s iconically inept 
The Incredibly Strange Creabjres, a trio of friends 
- Jerry (Steckler, under the pseudonym '‘Cash 
Flagg”), his squeeze Angela and roommate Harold 
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NOT OF THIS EARTH (1957)™ 

Starring Beverly Garland, Paul Birch and Morgan Jones 
Directed by Roger Corman 
Written by Charles B. Griffith and Mark Hanna 
Shout! Factory 

Many of director Roger Gorman’s earliest films 
are overshadowed by their elaborate but slapdash 
monster creations - sea monsters with ping- 
pong-ball eyes, rubber ser- 
pents and lumpy insect 
masks. But with Not of This 
Earth, the King of the B's en- 
gaging sci-fi twist on vam- 
pire mythology, the thrifty 
director proves that his big 
screen monsters can benefit 
from simplicity in design and 
purpose. 

One of an astounding nine 
Corman films released in 
1 957, Not of This Earth incor- 
porates a briefly glimpsed 
jellyfish creature and the dis- 
turbing image of alien eyes 
without pupils into a tightly 
scripted tale of interplanetary 
intrigue. The plot follows the 
enigmatic Mr. Johnson (Paul Birch), who appears 
in a doctor’s office demanding a no-questions- 
asked blood transfusion. At first, the attending 


covers Johnson does seem to suf- 
fer from mysterious and potentially deadly 
symptoms. The dxtor even recommends that his 
pretty young nurse, Nadine (Beverly Garland), ac- 
company Johnson home to keep him alive with 
daily transfusions. 

Before long, Nadine moves in with Mr. Johnson 
and his sleazy, ex-con chauffeur (Jonathan Haze), 
but she still doesn’t know what to make of her pa- 
tient and his odd behaviour; 
he doesn’t eat food, won’t 
take off his sunglasses, and 
he locks her in her bedroom 
at night. Of course, Nadine 
could never guess that John- 
son is an alien on an experi- 
mental mission to save 
Davanna, his home planet, 
which has been ravaged by 
war and a debilitating blood 
disease. If their scout man- 
ages to survive on human 
blood, the Davannians plan to 
suck the Earth’s population 
dry and obliterate the planet. 

The film’s parallels to 
Dracula are immediate and 
obvious, as Mr. Johnson 
bends the wilts of those who oppose him and at- 
tacks everyday citizens to obtain more blood sam- 
ples. Aside from creating havoc with his flying 


jellyfish, Johnson corners young girls, 
transients and even a hep-talkin’ vac- 
uum cleaner salesman (Corman regular 
Dick Miller) and literally fries their brains 
by taking off his glasses and exposing his 
milky white, pupil-less eyes. After drain- 
ing the bodies using tubes and flasks 
kept in his suitcase - a neat trick that an- 
ticipates the scientific bloodsuckers in 
George A. Romero’s Martin and Bob 
Clark’s Deathdream - he incinerates the 
corpses in his cellar furnace. 

Despite his bloodthirsty rampage, 
though, Mr. Johnson is almost the hero 
of the film - a common ploy by writer 
Charles Griffith, who clearly 
identified with outsider charac- 
ters in his scripts for Corman. 
Johnson is in almost every 
scene, and as he steps out of 
his black Cadillac, clad in a 
sharp fedora and large dark 
glasses, he gives off a steely 
but charismatic cool. Until the 
ultimate blood-harvesting plan 
is revealed, it's even easy to 
sympathize with his quest for 
fresh plasma to stay alive. But 
Johnson takes no delight in his 
work - rather, his exacting, 
matter-of-fact approach to murder seems tinged 
with some degree of sadness for the plight of his 
people. 

Even though the audience never gets a peek at 
Davanna, and the pictijre is comprised largely of 
dialogue scenes on just a handful of sets and lo- 
cations, the story crackles with atmosphere and 
tension. Blame Gorman’s talented co-conspirators: 
Ronald Stein contributes one of his eeriest and 
most realized scores, while cinematographer John 
J. Mescall gives the film a shadowy, sumptuous 
feel. Mescall, a screen veteran who had previously 
shot Universal classics The Bride of Frankenstein 
and The Black Cat, helps place the film firmly 
within the tradition of those classic horror pro- 
grammers. 

But while Not of This Earth is just shy of being a 
1 950s horror classic itself, it’s still probably Gor- 
man’s best of the decade, mostly on the strength 
of Paul Birch’s performance as Mr. Johnson. An 
uncomplicated but creepy monster in a three- 
piece suit, Johnson remains one of the most 
memorable killer creatures of his time. 

Difficult to find on home video In the last 30 
years. Not of This Earth finally gets a DVD release 
along with classic Corman treats War of the Satel- 
lites and Attack of the Crab Monsters. This is a the 
title to beat for the best vintage horror release of 
the year. 

PAUL CORUPE 


BIRCH-Bevefly GARIAND-Mo^n JONES 
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Taste of Tenderloin 
BY Gene O'Neil 


T HE T ENDERLOIN.' A REAL AREA TO BE FOUND WITHIN THE CFTY OF 

San Francisco, where the living is very hard and dying all too easy 
FOR THE unfortunate PEOPLE BOUND BY CIRCUMSTANCE. DESIRE. OR NEED 
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PROSE OFAUTHOR GENE O’NEILL. THE AREA AND ITS INHABITANTS COME 
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RESONATES WITH THE WEIGHT OF SAD REALITY. ERASING THE UNE BETWEEN 
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out background info, but also to constantly explain 
what's currently happening and remind us of what 
happened several minutes ago, thereby accommo- 
dating bathroom breaks. 

After Gary gete bitten by a really paflietic-looking 
spider and is transformed into a shirtiess arachno- 
man-thingie with three great big ol' pointy fangs (one 
upper, two lower), he skulks off into the bush to He in 
wait for unsuspecting bimbi. We’re then introduced to 
scientists Bob and Joe, who pull ashore in a skiff with 
the following exchange: “Bob, you know, I’m sort of 
glad the professor picked us out to help him with his 
work, even though it’s lonely here.” 

“Give me some whisky," Bob replies. “If tfiere 
aren’t any chicks, then at least some whisky.” (If he 
continues on tiiis path, he might end up in a band.) 

Things grind to a rather painful halt in the tiiird act 
in which the lads and lasses dance, hook up, fail out, 
make up and switch partners, but eventually a scream 
is heard (“That was a... a scream!”) and the riveting 
climax gets underway. I'll spare you the spoilers. 

Horrors of Spider Island is now public domain, 
which would explain its current availability from mul- 
tiple sources including (bless 'em!) Sometiilng Weird 
Video. Mystery Science Theater 3000 and YouTube. 
There are even rumours of a version replete with nu- 
dity - early 1960s nudity! - in a skinny-dipping scene. 
Now get the hell out of my basement and send in the 
next audition. 9 


ometimes, Long-Suffering Reader, I write 
about movies I first saw during my childhood 
or teens. Otiier times, things I’ve never seen 
before just fall into my lap. variously recommended 
by co-workers or Rue Morgue readers. But some- 
times I'm forced to dig very deep. Delete bins, flea 
markets, dodgy mail-order dealers or even the 
dumpster out behind Last Chance Lance's place. 
These spelunkings have occasionally yielded some 
truly unsung classics, but also some gobsmackingly 
craptastic, er, crap tiiat reaches an altogether differ- 
ent level of greatness. This month, I welcome you to 
Column B. 

Horrors of Spider Island is a 1962 German/Yu- 
gbslavlan welfare affair In which an all-gfri dance 
troupe and its manager get marooned on a tropical 
island. You may ask yourself. “How do they get 
there?" 

Well, our dancers - various chorus girls, a bal- 
lerina and a stripper - first audition in Los Angeles 
for Gary Webster (Alex D'Arcy), an in- 
dustry playa assembling dancers to 
shake their groove thing on the night 
dub circuit in Singapore. Soon. Gary 
and the gals are winging it to South- 
east Asia. (The name of the airline is 
never revealed, but given that our pro- 
tagonists board the plane in Los An- 
geles, then fly over New York en route 
to Singapore by way of Hawaii. I'm 
thinking Air Canada.) It's not to be, 
though, as the plane goes down in the 
drink somewhere in the Pacific. (By 
the way. I'm more forgiving than most 
people when it comes to stock 
footage, but a prop airliner that changes from two 
engines to four in mid-flight? No wonder the god- 
damn thing goes down in flames.) 

Back home, the booking agent tiles to placate the 
concerns of friends and loved ones: "There is ab- 
solutely no reason yet to fear the worst. Until now, 
we only know that the plane caught fire, and that 
we’ve lost radio contact." Thanks, asshole. 


Meanwhile, Gary and company drift for several 
days in a life raft before washing ashore on the titular 
isle. While foraging for food and supplies, one of the 
girls finds a hammer, which Gary immediately 
snatches away from her for analysis: “A hammer! 
There must be someone on this island. A hammer. 

with a long handle. It must be for 
the purpose of excavating some 
sort of metel. Most probably ura- 
nium." 

“Can you eat that?" one of the 
girls asks. 

“Yeah, you can try it," chortles 
our fearless leader. 

Sure enough, upon moving fur- 
ther inland, they discover a cabin, 
but the buzz is abruptly harshed 
when they enter and find a dead 
man In a huge web. Not only is 
the visual evidence overwhelm- 
ing, but Babs (Barbara Valentin) 
sums it up succinctly for the less observant viewer; 
“A dead man! In a huge web! Oh, Gary!" 

If you haven't already guessed, the characters 
keep us firmly in the loop with enough expository di- 
alogue to make Dario Argento pull his om head off. 
Normally, that kind of tiling sends me into a sputter- 
ing frenzy; Spider Island, however, stands apart for 
its tendency not only to have characters painfully trot 
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I n the world of giant monsters, Godzilla 
reigns supreme. In the almost 60 years 
since he first roared onto screens, the giant 
lizard has survived encounters with over- 
grown moths, men in rubber suits, space aliens, 
Jet Jaguar, a horrendous Hollywood remake, two 
Saturday morning cartoon shows, the Fantastic 
Four, King Kong and Raymond Burr. 

Now, with talks that another big-budget screen 
remake is in the works, iDW unleashes Godzilla: 
Monster World, a new comic series co-written by 
The Goon creator Eric Powell and Tracy Marsh, 
with art by Phil Hester. 

“I’d been talking to Toho [producers of the 
Godzilla film series] for about a year prior to us 
announcing the project,” reveals IDW’s Chief Cre- 
ative Officer, Chris Ryail. “It basically started witti 
us wanting to use a lot of the Toho monsters 
who’d never been in comics before,” 

For the uninitiated, this includes Mothra, three- 
headed dragon Ghidorah, Mechagodztlla, Rodan 
and Megalon. Although regular participants in the 
films, few of these had made notewortiy appear- 
ances in any of Godzilla's previous comic outings. 
The thought of showcasing them all in one series 
excited Ryail, but he knew he needed the right tal- 
ent to make it work. 

“It started with me 
making a iist of the cre- 
ators I thought would 
be well-suited to a 
Godzilla property and 
who I’d really want to 
work with on it,” he ex- 
plains. “Eric Powell's 
name was at the top of 
both of those lists. ! fig- 
ured that The 600/7 and 
everything else he’s up 
to would keep him too 
busy to even be able to 
consider this, but I had 
to try. And to my im- 
mense satisfaction, he 
was not only a big fan, but he was very interested 
in a long-term comic project which would include 
co-writing the book with [Marsh] and painting 
covers for each issue.” 


Godzilla: Monster World sees 
the planet constantly under attack 
by Godzilla and his brethren, witii 
a select group of human beings 
trying to predict the monsters' ac- 
tions and survive the devastation 
left in their wake, 

“Eric had this great idea for 
bringing an updated social com- 
mentary to the story without sac- 
rificing any of the hardcore 
monster action," says co-writer 
Marsh. “We think it’s an approach 
that hasn't been taken before: 
showing real consequences of 
monster attacks. If your city gets 
trampled, then you can kiss its in- 
frastructure goodbye. No food, no 
water, no shelter. It’s gonna be 
monster chaos.” 

Godzilla is no stranger to social 
commenteiry, of course. The orig- 
inal 1 954 film was a metaphor for 
the nuclear devastation seen in 
Hiroshima, with Godzilla as a bla- 
tant symbol of nature striking 
back at man's destructiveness. In 

recent years, the fears surrounding a 
nuclear holocaust have taken a back- 
seat to the desfruction caused by nat- 
ural disasters around the world, such as 
earthquakes, tsunamis, hurricanes and 
volcanic eruptions. 

“Eric and I very consciously de- 
cided to leave that part up to the 
reader,” says Marsh. “It’s more fun 
that way. But it’s true that recent dis- 
astrous events - both natural and 
man-made - have provided us with 
some great material for the book." 

Of course revising the Godzilla 
mythology comes with challenges; in 
particular, creating a new fan base 
without alienating the existing one. 

"As a fan of Godzilla, I’m trying to do something 
that I would enjoy reading,” admits Powell. “I be- 
lieve it pays homage to the spirit of the original 
Godzilla film, as well as some of the big-time 


monster battle films. But I’m also tiding to estab- 
lish a continuing through-line that will keep the. 
reader strung along and returning again and 
again.” 

IDW clearly shares the writers’ confidence in the 
project. The first issue of Godzilla: Monster World 
(on sale now) has the distinction of having the 
company's largest print run ever, even outnum- 
bering bestsellers such as Transformers and Tnie 
Blood. So what is the key to Godzilla’s tong-lasting 
popularity? 

"He continues to appeal to people on different 
levels, ” says Marsh. "Whether you’re a grown-up 
looking for a metaphorical exploration of nuclear 
war or a nine-year-old who thinks it’s cool to see 
buildings fall down, Godzilla’s your man." 

“I can only answer this question as a nine- 
year-old would,” echoes Powell. “He's a big, 
cool-looking monster and he breathes fire and 
he smashes stuff and fights other monsters and 
it’s awesome!" 9 
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MarveTs iiber-lon^ ads^taHon of Stephen King’s The Sfanrfcontinues with this fifth miniseries. Aside from the obvious mar- 
keting reasons, dividing King's book into six five-issue series seems rather pointless since there’s no way anybody who hasn't 
picked up the previous four cycles is going to understand any of this. Mind you, I don't really see the point of adapting King's work 
at all. Don’t get me wrong, I enjoy his writing, but The Stand never really struck me as compelling enough to take full advantage of 
the graphic novel format. The most noteworthy thing that happens in this issue is the first meeting between Nadine Cross and 
Harold Lauder. The rest is just talk, talk, talk - giving artist Mike Perkins very little to work with. 


the trio doesn’t just set 
its phasers on wide 
dispersal and disinte- 
grate all of the attack- 
ers. In true Trek 
fashion, the crew is 
desperate to find a 
cure and save the lives 
of the infected. Their 
final solution - to par- 
aphrase Spock - is, 
shall we say, unique. 

And white more interplay between Spock and 
McCoy would’ve been nice, the characters nev- 
ertheless ring true. Set phasers to fun! 


Bchoes f$ tt»e story of Brian Cohn, a schiz- 
ophrenic who’s just discovered that his recently 
deceased father was a serial killer who ren- 
dered little girls into mini-doll effigies. When a 
neighbourhood kid goes missing and Cohn is 
suddenly haunted by visions of dead children, 
he begins to fear that he may be following in his 
father’s footsteps (as 
does a very real cop, who 
also thinks Brian may be 
connected to the new 
crime). Joshua Hale Fi- 
alkov has done a great 
job of making Cohn a 
character with whom 
readers can sympathize 
yet still suspect. While I’m 
uncertain if Fialkov’s por- 
trayal of schizophrenia is 
as accurate as he in- 
tended (judging by his 
editorials), he’s still telling 
a very compelling story of 
a man tormented by his 


family’s past, his own 
present and possible future. 


fn tMs fOng Consm flashback tale, Conan re- 
lates the story of his capture by the evil wizard 
Tsotha-Lanti and his imprisonment in the dun- 
geons of the Scarlet Citadel, where he faces a 
monstrous horror. And that’s pretty much it for this 
issue. While I am a fan of the current Conan cre- 
ative team, this story could easily have been told 
in half the length. Instead, it just kind of drags as 
Conan slouches his way to the inevitable con- 
frontation between man and beast. Thankfully, 
Tomas Gioreilo’s art is absolutely gorgeous. Highly 
reminiscent of Barry Windsor-Smith's work, 
Giorello manages to make even simple dialogue 
scenes compelling, which is a good thing, since 
there are so many of ttiem. -■ 


fve often thought the vWent and dis- 
turbing imagery of Garth Ennis’ Crosserf goes a 
bit too far. Granted, the series is built around a 
plague that makes 
people carry out 
evil, obscene acts 
(and leaves a cross- 
shaped scar on their 
faces), but some- 
times Ennis seems 
to favour shock over 
substance. This new 
series by David 
Lapham continues 
the gratuitous gore 
with scenes of 
graphic bestiality, 
buggery, necrophilia and rape, but as a set-up for 
a rather intriguing story. A group of four survivors 
come across a fifth, Harold Lorre, who has bro- 
ken his leg after a confrontation with The 
Crossed. After much deliberation, the group takes 
Lorre with tiiem.not realizing that he harbours 
some dangerous needs of his own. 

Only time will tell if Lapham can 
remain engaging enough to over- 
shadow the more exploitative as- 
pects. 


Tlw orfgfna! Sfar Trefrseries 

had several brushes with horror, so 
it's not a huge stretch to picture 
Captain Kirk and crew stranded on 
a planet full of inhabitants stricken 
with a zombie virus. The Tiptons 
wisely choose to keep the action 
focused on Kirk, Spock and 
McCoy, with the rest of the crew in 
orbit and out of sight. Kudos, too, 
for the logical explanation of why 
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play - though some of it is marred by the book’s 
randomly piaced pullquotes. 

Of course, there’s one major thing missing. While 
part two director Ken Wiederhorn makes it ciear that 
he doesn’t give a shit about horror and didn't really 
know what he was doing, and part three director 
Brian Yuzna proves that he genuineiy does and did, 
the man who envisioned the series, writer/director of 
part one, Dan O'Bannon is absent, having died in 
2009. A few more quotes from him taken from sec- 
ondary sources could've really demonstrated his 
wild, enterteining persona. Alas... 

Like the Tarman himself, The Complete History of 
the Return of the Living Dead may be shaky and 
messy but it's ultimately a welcome addition to the 
zombieverse. 

DAVE ALEXANDER 

THE STRANGE CASE OF 
EDWARD GOREY 

Alexander Theroux 

Fantagraphics 

It is surprising that someone with as large a fol- 
lowing as Edward Gorey would not have had more 
written about him. Perhaps this oversight has added 
to the mystique surrounding the writer/artist who 
lived with a collection of cats “who were damned im- 
portant to him” and created delightfully dark and 
funny works such as The Gashlycrumb Tinies. The 
only insight into Gorey’s mind (other than through his 
own creations) came in the form of two books, As- 
cending' Peculiarity: Edward Gorey on Edward Gorey 
and Alexander Theroux’s The Strange Case of Ed- 
ward Gorey, both long out-of-print - until now, 

Fantagraphics recently reissued the latter and is 
giving readers hungry for Gorey minutiae a lot more 
to munch on. When it was originally published in 
2000, the book was only 68 pages long. This updated 
version has been redesigned and expanded to in- 


clude an additional 100 pages. For those interested 
in the (ahem) gory details of the writer’s life, this is 
the best (and admittedly only) book to read. 

Among the gems unearthed here is Gorey’s pas- 
sion for the works of Mozart, Bach and Schubert (he 
had 500 CDs of Bach alone), Theroux tells us about 
his hobby/fixation of hand-sewing beanbag frogs, as 
well as his recording of episodes of Buffy the Vampire 
Slayer. Granted, Gorey’s desire to collect things and 
his television viewing habits may not come as news 
to those who ^ready possess a familiarity with the 
man, but it does shed some light for neophytes. (It is 
also interesting to read his opinion of celebrities such 
as Jesse Jackson and Bill Cosby.) 

As in ttie previous edition, Theroux (a friend of 
Gorey’s) provides us with a generous supply of art- 
work and personal photographs. In addition to the 
much-used image of Gorey in his attic with one of 
his cats, Theroux offers up photos of a more intimate 
Gorey, sitting with his cousins around the kitchen 
table, and in assorted environs on Cape (3od. We get 
to see the man who read Friedrich Nietzsche and 
Thomas Merton with equal fervour - the complex 
man, not the simple image. 

For those who already own the previous edition, 
this is definitely worth buying again. The additional 
information is worth twice the price alone. And, like 
one of his many drawings of cats, readers of this 
book are virtually guaranteed to go away “contentiy 
licking [their] chops.” 

PAUL GOODIN 

BDRIS KARLDFF; 

MORE THAN A MONSTER 

Stephen Jacobs 
Tomahawk Press 

Arguably, no other actor has contributed more to 
the culture of horror than Boris Karloff. After his por- 
trayal of the Frankenstein monster in 1 931 , the actor 


THE COMPLETE HISTORY OF THE 
RETURN OF THE LIVING DEAD 

Christian Sellers and Gary Smart 

Plexus Publishing 

The title doesn’t lie, this is indeed a complete his- 
tory of The Return of the Living Dead films, although 
a more accurate moniker might have been The Un- 
necessarily Long History of The Return of the Living 
Dead. At 288 pages, it’s got more padding than the 
Tarman has slime. 

As a devout fan of the series (to the point of penning 
the RotLD cover story for RMff71), I’m confident in 
saying that the nearly 50 pages dedicated to the 
loathsome in-name-only sequels Necropolis and Rave 
to the Gmve are pointless. No need to have the people 
involved confirm and re-confirm and then re-recon- 
firm that parts five and six were artless cash grabs. 

Similarly, the oral history structure leads to much 
repetition toroughout the book, as actom, producers, 
directors, special effects guys, etc. share many of the 
same memories and give information that could eas- 
ily have been paraphrased. Authors Christian Sellers 
and Gary Smart should be applauded for diligently 
tracking down so many folks from the series (includ- 
ing an actorthatdidn’t geta part in RotLC^), but their 
interviews need some serious editing. 

If you are willing to wade through it, though, 
there are rewarding tales of how it all began, ex- 
cellent insight into the explosive and creative per- 
sonalities involved, and ultimately heartbreaking 
stories of how the series was severely misman- 
aged, In addition, horror effects and makeup 
geeks will love the low-budget tricks and fixes 
talked about by crew members. But even if you 
don't read a word of the book, there’s still a wealth 
of concept designs (including the amazing work of 
William Stout), production stills, behind-the- 
scenes photos and international poster art on dis- 
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SHIPWRECKS, MONSTERS AND 
MYSTERIES OF THE GREAT LAKES 

Ed Ekitts 
Tundra 

Over 6000 shipwrecks have oc- 
curred in the unruly waters of the 
Great Lakes. These often mysterious 
tragedies are the focus of Ed Butts’ book of maritime 
legends and supernatural encounters, a Bard’s com- 
pendium that also boasts the odd sea monster yarn and 
oft-told ghostly pirate tale. With a pulpy Ripley's Believe 
It or A/of, 'feel, and lots of actual historic intrigue, this col- 
lection of waterlogged terrors may make you think twice 
about setting sail. 




JESSA SOBCZUK 

STAGES: THE ART AND PROCESS 
OF JASON EDMISTON 

Jason Edmiston 

Self-Published 

Illustrator and RM contributor Jason 
Edmiston's 32-page book gives 
viewers an insightful look at his tra- 
ditional painting style and technique. Edmiston’s pop-art 
sensibilities, similar to those of Ron English and Todd 
Schorr, mix well with his Basil Gogos-esque colour the- 
ories and devotion to monsters {from King Kong to the 
Monster Squad creakires). Limited to 1000 copies. 
Stages is a tasty hors d’oeuvre until the career-defining 
art tome finally arrives. 

GARY PULLIN 

PAT THE ZOMBIE 

Aaron Ximm 
Ten Speed Press 

This parody of a children’s touch- 
and-smell flip book might contain 
the best coipse-scented scratch- 
’n’-sniff gag ever, but shitty smells don't necessarily 
make for interesting reads. With the endless supply of 
zombie novelty books crowding the market, you probably 




spent the following 38 yeare (until his death In ’69) playing monstrosities and sinister villains in virtually 
every medium, including film, theatre, radio and television. He even served as the editor of a number 
of short story anthologies. Yet behind his “evil” persona dwelled a gentleman thespian who was adored 
by fans and colleagues alike. 

Author Stephen Jacobs thoroughly documents the first 44 years of Karloff’s life (including those 
spent as a repertoire actor travelling through Western Canada) chronologically before introducing us 
to the horror star he became when he first appeared as Frankenstein's monstrous creation. For the 
remainder of the biography, Jacobs treats us to a banquet of Hollywood horror history as Karloff teams 
up with Bela Lugosi, joins RKO's B-picture producer Val Lewton and signs on with AlP to work with 
Roger Corman and Mario Bava. Along the way, the author offers up examinations of Karloff’s stage 
work (as heavy Jonathan Brewster in Arsenic and Old Lace and Peter Pads Captain Hook), radio per- 
formances (from the eerie Inner Sanctum to its send-ups on shows such as The Charlie McCarthy 
Progranti and television appearances (host duties on Thriller, voice work on How the Snnch Stole 
Christmadi, as well as glimpses of his personal life (notably his multiple marriages and his role in the 
creation of the Screen Actor’s Guild). 

But does the world really need another Karloff book when the much-acknowledged, definitive and 
authorized biography, Boris KarioftiA Gentleman's Ule (by Scott A Nollen), was published back in 
1 999? Well, yes. With extensive research and interviews, Jacobs has chosen to focus more heavily on 
the early life and career of William Henry Pratt, the man who would become "KARLOFF: the Uncanny,’’ 
rather than simply rehashing his much-written-about years as a larger-than-life horror icon, proving 
there are still stones to be overturned. 

JASON PICHONSKV 


KNUCKLE SUPPER 

Drew Stepek 

Alphar Publishing 


want to opt for one that won’t leave your finger smelling 
like a dead body for days after reading. Inappropriate for 
kids and pointless for anyone but the most diehard zom- 
biephiles. 

JESSA SOBCZUK 


Need another reminder that all vampire sagas aren’t steeped in sparkling immortal romance? 
Knuckle Supperreads exactly like the dish served up in its title: a devastating punch to the face. 
Combining the slick Hollywood decadence of a Bret Easton Ellis novel and the drug-addled realism 
of Irvine Welsh’s Trainspotting, author Drew Stepek gleefully takes the piss out of the staid tropes of 
the genre by injecting LA’s seedy underbelly with heroin-addicted vampires. 





FROM A HOMOEROTIC HORROR WESTERN TO A RURAL EUGENICS 
TALE, CANADA’S CHIZINE PUBLICATIONS FINDS 
SUCCESS WITH UNCONVENTIONAL NARRATIVES. 



I T WASN'T ALL THAT LONG AGO THAT CANADA 
HAD VIRTUALLY NO GENRE PUBLISHING SCENE. 

There were occasional, well-intentioned upstarts, 
but not many stuck and, as a resuit, most of our 
homegrown terror taient had to iook south for iu- 
crative pubiishing opportunities, 

TMs has begun to change, and one of the companies behind the 
shift is Toronto’s own ChiZine Publications. But as Sandra Kasturi, who co-founded 
the press with her husband Brett Alexander Savory in 2008, explains, success 
isn't always about having a big plan. Kasturi likes to joke that it all came down to 
“a complete lack of foresight and judgement.” But in actuality Kasturi and Savoy 
- both published author/editors in their own right - had been running 
Chiaroscuro/ChiZine.com as a pro-rate online zine for over a decade and were 
looking for a new challenge 

“Years ago, Brett had wanted to do an original ChiZine anthology. .but we could 
never find a publisher to take it on; original anthologies that pay a pro-word rate 
are super-expensive to produce, so the antho ended up not happening," Kasturi 
explains. “We always regretted that, so when Brett said, ‘What do you think about 
doing ChiZine as a publishing house?' I said, ‘Fuck it, let's do it.' I think that was 
literally how it happened. And while there are plenty of great small presses out 
there, and plenty of genre presses, there wasn't really anyone dedicated to dark, 
literary fiction." 

Originally the press was to release four titles a year, but after Savory lost 
his job, the couple used his severance money and their savings to expand 
the business to twelve titles annually. ChiZine has risen to small-press promi- 
nence quickly; Savory and Kasturi are the Editor Guests of Honour at this 
year's World Horror Convention in Austin, Texas. And while some of this suc- 
cess undoubtedly due to luck and their stalwart professionalism, more has 
to do wtth the quality of ChiZine’s fiction and the attention to detail the cou- 
ple pours into each of the books. 

“We want well-written fiction, but 'literary' so often has a pejorative aroma 
attached to it," explains Kasturi. “It so often means ‘beautiful writing, but nothing 
really happens.’ We don't want that. We want beautiful writing, but you better 
have a plot, ottienwise what’s the point? ... Every time someone sends me a 
vampire or serial killer novel, I sigh. The thing is, it’s not even that these are bad 
books - many of them aren’t. But okay just isn’t good enough. I want to be 
grabbed and wrung out by a book." 

To that end, ChiZine has released stories by established horror boundary 
pushers Tony Burgess (People Uve Still in Cashtom Cavers, about a gas station 
owner-cum-murderer) and Gemma Files (the first book in her Hexsiinger Series, 

A Book of Tongues, is a magic-perfused horror western with heavy homosexual 
themes), as well as titles by genre mainstays Urn Lebbon (The Thief of Broken 
Toy^ and Tom Piccirilli (Every Shallow Cuti- Up-and-coming Canadian authors 
on the roster include Claude Lalumiere ( The Door to Lost Pages, in which a 



young runaway grows up in a mysterious bookstore that just happens to be caught 
in the middle of a war between gods and monsters) and David Nickle (Eutopla. about 
eugenics schemes and twisted small-town secrets). Not only are each of these books 
eclectic and intelligent - many gamering good reviews everywhere fi'om Publisher's 
IVeek/y to the pages of this magazine - but each of their covers, by gallery artist 
Erik Mohr, are practically frame-worthy. 

“Appearance matters," notes Kasturi. “If people haven't embraced that con- 
cept yet, then they’re idiots. Publishing is a 
business. You want your books to do 
right? Well, why on Earth wouldn’t you 
them out there in the prettiest package possi- 
ble? Why wouldn’t you have someone who un- 
derstood art - and packaging! - take care of 
that for you?" 

Now with a team of talented folks to help 
them, reams of great reviews and awards, and 
many doors opening up for their imprint, one 
can’t help but wonder if all this sudden success 
has changed tiiem. 

"Well, we’re pretty insufferable right now," 

Kasturi jokes. “Honestly, it’s been a bit of a 
shock. We figured there’d be a small audience 
for what we were trying to do, but the recog- 
nition has been a really great sur- 
prise. It’s almost like having 
everything you ever wanted sud- 
denly handed to you on a plate. 

Well, except for a pool boy. I still 
don’t have one of those, sadly."9 
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CANADIAN GENRE LIT CREEPS FORWARD 

s stated in this issue's book feature, Canada does- j 
n’t have much of a history publishing homegrown I 
genre titles, often forcing our authors to sell their * 
fright fiction (and make their careers) in the US market. ' 
For a time, it almost seemed as if there was an organ- i 
ized effort to ensure that literary horror did not have a 4 
home in our native land, especially considering how I 

challenging it was to get ; 

^ arts grants for genre pro]- j 

CHILlJ^ING ects. Yet Canadians Kelley i 

TALES Armstrong, Michael Slade j 

(pseudonym of Jay Clarke j 

and his daughter Re- | 

becca), Gord Roilo, Nancy J 

Kilpatrick, John R. Little, | 

Edo van Belkom, Douglas * 

E. Wright, Tanya Huff, J 

Sephera Giron and many ; 

others have all made con- > 

MICHAHI. tributions to the genre - ] 

KHI.LY some in the form of inter- • 

national bestsellers, oth- * 

ers by scooping up Bram Stoker Awards for short *; 

fiction, etc. Most, however, are still predominantly pub- ' 
lished by US presses. 

While researching this column, I Googled “Canadian 
genre publishers" and the top result was a 2008 news 
item from bookcatcher.com about a horror writer being 
“shut out of genre-free Canadian publishing." But things 
have started to change, and they are certainly better 
than they were five years ago when I decided to expand •' 
my own micro-press into horror because almost none \ 
of the contemporary Canadian genre authors I knew j 
were regularly getting published here. Now, however, ] 
there’s ChiZine Publications (see p.55), which stormed j 
onto the scene in 2008. Another newcomer, Books of the | 
Dead Press (brainchild of author James Roy Daley), ar- | 
rived in 2010 with several well-received monster an- | 
thologies. Sci-fi/fantasy house Edge/Tesseracts Books 
is making more frequent divergences into horror 
(Michael Kelly’s Chilling Ta/es was just released, and a 
sequel to 201 0’s Evolve vampire anthology will drop this 
August). As well. Winnipeg’s Coscom Entertainment 
switched gears in 2008 to focus on “superhero books, 
comics and monster-themed fiction,” and now boasts a 
whole roster of terror tales. And, of course, Mosaic Press 
still releases the occasional horror title, and Ash-Tree 
Press (RM#92i motors ever onwards with its award-win- 
ning lineup of primarily classic genre reissues. 

We still don’t have the type of robust small press 
community that exists in the US or Britain, but it’s a 
start. And the fine folks at ChiZine have told me that 
they have even managed to secure some arts grants 
for their company, giving me great optimism for a future 
in which Canada’s dark scribes are regularly celebrated 
(and published) within our own borders. 

MONICA S.KUE8LER 
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RJ Reynolds is the acid-tongued leader of The Knucklers, one of the many gangs of blood guzzlers 
moving and shooting junk in the City of Angels. On the suggestion of a rival gang member, RJ and 
his right-hand man Dez agree to kill an informant as repay- 
ment for a past indiscretion: the incineration of a gang hang- 
out at the hands of RJ's former child star-turned-junkie 
ex-girlfriend. The assassination goes down easy but also 
bears unexpected fruit: a treasure trove of heroin that none 
of the other gangs seem to know about. The fangbangers 
indulge in their find, white their foot soldiers move the rest 
of tile shit on the streets. Along the way, they accidentally 
inherit a twelve-year-old hooker named Bait after using her 
pimp as a blood bong. Three being the proverbial crowd, RJ 
and Bait’s burgeoning sibling-like relationship causes a rift 
between RJ and Dez, one which eventually gete people talk- 
ing about how RJ's gone soft. Meanwhile, RJ thinks he’s 
one step ahead of his critics, only to find that the powerful 
Battlesnakes gang destroy his house, brutally kill his two 
dogs and kidnap Bait once they catch wind of the missing 
heroin. Seeking revenge (and Bait), RJ becomes entwined 
in a grimy quest that sees him held hostage by an extremist religious group before uncovering the 
truth about the mysterious origins of the entire sect of plasma-pounding drug runners. 

Unabashedly violent, gory and rippling with smarmy dialogue. Knuckle Supper mostly succeeds 
as a funny (but not for the faint of heart) action-comedy steeped in the horrors of drug use. Stepek 
loses his way in the book's last act, when Bait’s kidnapping puts the lively give-and-take between 
RJ and the young prostitute on hold, but rest assured the characters will have another go at it as 
a sequel is apparently forthcoming. 

TREVOR TUMINSKI 

ZOMBIES IN NEW YORK ANO OTHER BLOOOY JOHINGS 

Sam Stone 
Telos 

British dark fantasy author Sam Stone loves vam- 
pires, so much so that despite her latest short story 
collection being titled Zombies in New York, the pub- 
lication serves more as a companion piece to her 
Vampire Gene trilogy of bloodsucker novels. To wit, 
many of ZiNYs stories follow her well-known vamp- 
fatale character Lucrezia from that series. 

Stone’s pulpy blend of sex-driven mystery/mon- 
ster fiction is decidedly decadent, filled with fanged 
female protagonists and predominantly emotional 
and sexual themes, which range from the typically 
monstrous to the utterly bizarre. Her vamps and suc- 
cubi often live among humans, using their unearthly 
powers to exist undetected in our culture while still 
mixing with the supernatural world. Sometimes they 
present themselves as prostitutes, as in the harem 
mystery “Ameline.” Other times, vampires detectives 
run through murder-mystery plots, as in “Fool’s 
Gold,” which features an extraterrestrial threat to hu- 
manity that must be stopped. Stone attempts to root her short stories in a recognizable reality 
that reflects current issues, such as STD transmission, rape and addiction, but often the tales 
simply devolve into nothing more than hot, steamy monster sex (for example, the vampire- 
meets-werewoif tales “Tar” and “Red"). 

"...Other Bloody Jottings” refers to the last third of the book, a grouping of Stone’s poetic 
work with a more fantastic focus. The poems on offer range from the dark “Siren Song," about 
the courtship between a mortal man and a mermaid, to self-explanatory entries such as 
“Vampyre,” “Werewolf” and “Phoenix" - which all feel as if they were tagged on at the last 
minute to flesh out the page count. 

So if you were expecting a well-rounded collection of shorts or were hoping for some gra- 
tuitous zombie action, prepare to be disappointed. (FYI: the title story. “Zombies in New York,” 
is actually another vamp tale in which the bloodsuckers mastermind a zombie plague.) While 
diehard Vampire Gene fans will definitely find this book worthwhile supplementary reading 
material, if you are new to Stone’s fiction, these quick bites and skimpy poems are certainly 
no place to start. 

JESSA SOBCZUK 
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I hat would you do if two-thirds of the 
[ people In your town were killed in a 
gun powder explosion? It was a 
question to which I had never given 
mucPi thought, but it was on my mind as I drove 
through the Portuguese countryside toward the 
village of Campo Maior. It was there, on Septem- 
ber 16, 1732, that the fireworks went off. During 
a storm, a beam fell on a castle tower after being 
struck by lightning, igniting 6000 barrels of pow- 
der and 5000 rounds of ammunition; 836 houses 
were burned and 1 076 people killed in the explo- 
sion, Many of the de- 
ceased were 
mutilated 


beyond recognition. Unable to differentiate the re- 
mains, most were put into a mass grave. They 
were gone but not forgotten. In 1766, the bones 
of 800 of them were disinterred and used to dec- 
orate a chapel across the courtyard from the 
main parish church. 

This type of macabre commemoration is some- 
thing of a Portuguese specialty. Under the mellow 
veneer of sun-dappled beaches beats the coun- 
try’s dark heart, and such displays are part of a 
long-standing tradition; per capita, Portugal pos- 
sesses more bone-decorated chapels (known as 
Capelas dos Ossodi than any other country in Eu- 
rope. At one time there were ten functioning 
chapels in Portugal decorated with human re- 
mains. Six of them still stand, and they 
vary greatly in size and style. The largest 
is the Franciscan bone chapel in Evora, 
which measures more than 2000 
square feet, and the smallest, in Mon- 
forte, is barely closet-sized; some, like 
the Capela dos Ossos in Faro, are de- 
signed with a rigorous neoclassical 
order, while at others, such as the one 
in Altcantarilha, the bones are ce- 
mented into the walls in a chaotic 
jumble. But of ail of them, the chapel 
at Campo Maior, with its tragic senti- 
ment and perfection of design, is the 
creme de la creme. 

Modern Campo Maior is so tiny that 
it gives the impression of having never 
fully recouped the population lost in 
the 1732 explosion - the town seems 
nearly deserted and, save for a few 
hours in the early evening, there is al- 
most no sign of the residents. The 
town hugs a hill, and the Capela dos 
Ossos sits next to the old parish 
church, or Igeja Matriz, roughly 
halfway down the slope. Lacking a 
tourist office, the best source of 
local information is the city’s only 
wino, Tomas, who fills the role of a 
kind of cultural ambassador. 

“The explosion is probably the 
best thing that ever happened 


here," Tomas tells me as we walk downhill to- 
ward the church. “If the capela had not been 
built, no one would have any reason to come here 
at all." But a small trickle of outsiders does come, 
leaving the beaten path to visit a chapel that is 
as impressive as any bone-decorated structure 
in Europe. 

The capela is entered through the parish of- 
fices and, despite a problem several years back 
with a Frenchman who arrived wearing a black 
robe and tried to summon the Devil, all are wel- 
come, free of charge. There are no set opening 
or closing times, however, so visitors must hope 
that the priest is at his desk, otherwise entry is 
impossible. For his part, the priest doesn’t have 
much to say to guests. If you‘'re not Portuguese 
he already knows that you’ve come to see the 
bones, and he will typically wave you in with a 
gesture that is somewhere between bored and 
contemptuous. Once inside, visitors find them- 
selves in the midst of what may be the worid’s 
most literate bone structure: the remains are 
used both to simulate traditional architectural 
motifs and provide defined patterns of rhythm 
and articulation. 

The long walls of the chapel are divided into 
two bays by a simulated arch made of long 
bones, which runs through the middle of the 
building. One wall possesses two niches on one 
side, and the other a niche and the entry door. 
The niches contain full skeletons that are en- 
crusted with small remnants of burned flesh. Set 
slightly above eye level, the skeletons dominate 
the room, and take on a monumental presence. 
The walls themselves are broken into three reg- 
isters. The lowest row, up to about four feet, con- 
tains skulls set in mortar. This gives way to a 
section of alternating layers of long bones and 
bone caps; these form the niches. The columns 
of long bones are broken up by vertical rows of 
skulls that reinforce the lines of the room and 
provide a transition to the topmost section of 
wall, which is composed of bone caps and curved 
rows of skulls that form an arch over each niche. 
The ceiling is perhaps the most impressive fea- 
ture: each half of the room is divided into four tri- 
angles of long bones, pointed inward and joined 




into a square by rows of skulls designed to emulate 
Gothic ribbed vaults. 

The short wall near the door contains the chapel’s 
tiny altar. It is marked with a crucifix, perhaps more 
symbolic in bone chapels than anywhere else in Eu- 
rope. Mortality is believed to be the product of original 
sin, and since Christ’s sacrifice provided redemption, 
his crucifixion allowd us a path to overcome the death 
that surrounds us here. The altar wall is composed of 
bone caps and two projecting levels of skulls forming 
a shrine area, but it is so dwarfed by the presence of 
the skeletons in the far walls that it seems like some- 
thing of an afterthought. It’s not an afterthought for 
the parishioners, however, since fresh flowers and 
candles are always provided - the chapel is specifi- 
cally dedicated to those who were killed in the explo- 
sion, whose souls now reside in purgatory. Prayers for 
them are offered even today. 

The function of the chapel as a commemorative 
space is summarized in a final detail that could be 
easily overlooked, but is perhaps the most meaning- 
ful aspect of the room. Directly opposite the altar, 
and facing the plaza, is a window that was originally 
surrounded by an inscription spelled out in bone 
fragments. Most of the letters have fallen out, and 
only parts of the whole can be made out with cer- 
tainty, but it conveys a message from those who 
died. The typical inscription one might find in an os- 
suary chapel is a memento mori, something to re- 
mind us of the omnipresence and omnipotence of 
death - such as “we bones who are here, await your 
own." But the bones here instead beg for remem- 
brance and prayers from those who visit this space, 
and conclude their ode with a plea to the Lord him- 
self. Still legible, the last sentence beseeches: Dai- 
Ihes, Senhor, o Eterno Descanso (God, give us 
eternal rest). The souls of those who died speak out 
from purgatory; having suffered through the disaster 
of 1732, they ask the Lord to accept the flames of 
the explosion as purgation of their sins and allow 
them entry into heaven. 

Campo Maior Is approximately fifteen kilometres 
from both Elvas, Portugal, and Badajoz, Spain, but 
nearly all transport goes through Elvas as there is 
no direct road from Badajoz. Buses are available 
once or twice a day from Elvas. By car, the N373 
road leads directly northeast from Elvas to Campo 
Maior. 9 







THREE ON A MEATHOOK t* 


ZomlmClirist 


Jesus as influenced by 
the theories of Dead 
Sea Scrolls scholar 
Barbara Thiering. who 
posits that Jesus was 
married twice and 
had four children, 
amongst other shock- 
ing revelations. 

Jesus (Zebub in 
flashback sequences) 
kills these enemies, 
who coincidentally are 
nubile, mostly naked 
women, then attempts to restore his physical being 
by smearing his bones with the feces of women who 
have taken communion. In one scene he decides to 
rape a nun but, lacking a penis, he improvises by 
inserting a chicken drumstick into his pelvis. Even- 
tually he seeks to free himself by eliminating his 
bloodline, with his ultimate target being the direct 
descendant of Mary Magdelene (Jessica Alexandra 
Green). 

it’s an ambitious plot and, as this is a Zebub film, 
there are some hilarious moments, particularly 
scenes in which the skeleton walks on water, a 
priest's penis explodes and the feel and hands of the 
skeleton wrangler make unintentional cameos. And 
of course all the mayhem is set to Zebub's typical 
doom and death metal soundtrack. Blasphemy, thy 
name is Bill. 


at Casa del Gore-met lately, so let’s dissect 
afew... 

With all the movie sites and horror forums 
there are few surprises to be had anymore, 
so I can’t begin to describe my glee at discovering 
Brutal Relax, a completely over-the-top, fifteen- 
minute Spanish splatterfest by directors Adrian Car- 
dona, Rafa Dengra and David Munoz. 

Jose M. Angorrilla shines as Mr. Olivares, a 
high-strung man discharged from a sanitar- 
ium who is urged by his doctor to take a re- 
laxing vacation. Olivares heads to an idyllic 
and popular beach, plopping himself down 
and enjoying some reggae on his Walkman. 

Not even a horde of green pus-spewing 
zombies rising out of the surf to rip apart 
beachgoers can break his reverie - until his 
Walkman batteries die. Enraged. Olivares 
vents his frustration on the undead. 

The cartoonishly gory mayhem recalls the 
lawnmower scene in Dead Alive. Heads are 
punched through, bodies are ripped in half, 
spines are pulled out and, in the best sequence, a 
dead toddler is used as a flail! See for yourself in HD 
on YouTube and Dailymotion! (Note; some bare 
breasts are starred out.) 


BleadingLadyOlicms Circle Films) is Canuck gore 
god Ryan Nicholson's follow-up to his gleefully per- 
verse Hanger (RMffBTi. Dan Ellis, delightful as The 
John in Hanger, returns as Don Cardini, an irascible 
driver for low-budget 
film crews. He’s excited 
that his latest assign- 
ment includes driving 
his favourite scream 
queen. Riversa Red 
(Sindy Faraguna), to and 
from the remote location 
of a backwoods slasher. 
However, his reverence 
for Riversa quickly turns 
to obsession, and his 
contempt for the snotty 
director (Nathan Durec) 
triggers extreme violence as he casts them in his own 
very real horror movie. 

This psycho play is much more grounded than 
Nicholson’s overtly offensive earlier works, yet still 


contains his trademark blood and 
boobs, including a rather wet be- 
heading, nasty crowbar carnage 
and assorted dismembered corpses. Jay Gavin's cin- 
ematography is exceptional for a low-budget film and 
Gionni Rossi’s reti’o ’80s rock score is brilliantly evoca- 
tive of the era. but Nicholson’s secret weapon remains 
Ellis, who dominates the proceedings as the intense 
yet eminently likeable psycho. 


Indie maverick Bill Zebub can legitimately claim the 
appellation “notorious” after the Canada Border Serv- 
ices Agency recently determined that his satirical snuff 
film Ravage the Scream Queen (2009) is obscene and 
not legal for distribution here. This despite the fact that 
it was submitted to and approved by provincial film 
classification boards and was - and continues to be - 
sold through Amazon.ca. His most recent release. 
Zombie Chrlst{now available on Ama 2 on,com|, is not 
likely to win him any friends in our befuddled bureau- 
cracies either, 

Zebub’s films are offensive, but only superficially so. 
The explicit nudity and goofy scatological and racial 
humour are mere trappings to lure you into listening 
to his clunky dialogue. Therein lays his philosophical 
message, which is essentially to question authority and 
seek your own truths. Zebub is a dissident, not a rebel. 

In Zombie Christ, a Druid resurrects the skeletal re- 
mains of Jesus to exact revenge against his enemies 
and bring on a new age. This is not the Jesus of the 
Bible though, but rather a historical representation of 
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It always starts small. 

A single action, followed by 
another, and another... 

In a small town in South Jersey 
the darkness has taken root, 
spreading fast. Only a few 
people have survived. 

The ones who are left, are 
Getting Out of Jersey. 

Visit us at 

HM^cad-Earth.ftorvi."' 






SEASON OF THE WIKH «« 

Atli Orvarsson 

RELATivrrr MusJC Group 
D espite the supernatural elements, 
crazy performance by Nicolas Cage, 
and Dominic Sena’s smash-boom style 
of direction, Atli Orvarsson still chooses 
to draw musically from former mentor 
Hans Zimmer instead of crafting a dis- 
tinct work that exploits his own knack 
for percussion and electronic textures, 
and instrumental contrasts. Season of 
the Witch is epic alright - the orchestra 
is huge, and the mixed chorus provides 
grace and grandeur when paired with 
brass - but the whole endeavour feels 
like a best-of pastiche. The bombastic 
wchestral cuts belong in a pirate movie, 
the moody choral motif (“Crusades”) 
brings the solo authorship of Zimmer's 
Angels & Demons into question and the 
main theme's rich harmonics (“Road to 
Severac”) are very close to Steve 
Jablonsky's The Island theme. It’s all 
beautifully orchestrated and performed, 
but it’s indistinguishable from Zimmer’s 
Media Ventures Action Pack canon and, 
as such, the digital album leaves the lis- 
tener feeling rather empty 60 minutes 
later. MRH %% 



THE RITE 

Alex Keffes 

Silva Soieen Records 
With a background scoring gripping 
and emotionally wrenching documen- 
taries (Touching the Void. The Bridg&i, 
Alex Heffes was a strong choice to 
compose music for a theological 
shocker, and fans of the subgenre will 
appreciate his balance of striking mod- 


ernism and melody. The Rite is con- 
structed like an immersive journey, set- 
ting up dark musical elements, 
introducing gentle thematic material, 
and then quickly plunging the listener 
into a swirling world of ominous, low- 
volume passages that frequently rear 
up into gnashing metallic chaos (“The 
First Exorcism"). Heffes’ use of elec- 
tronics is subtle, the non-liturgical 
chorals are still regal and plaintive, and 
his controlled bombast evokes a bit of 
vintage Hammer horror (“The Rnal Ex- 
ercise") filtered through his contempo- 
rary sensibilities. A seven-minute 
thematic recap closes this beautifully 
orchestrated, crisply engineered album, 
and genre aficionados ought to be 
pleased with Heffes’ careful, under- 
stated approach. MRH 



THE GRAVE MISTAKES ps™«iiY 

Dig Your Own Grave 

Independent 

Some new bands want to explode onto 
a scene with something original, while 
others just try to slide in as best they 
can. The Grave Mistakes, a psychobilly 
trio from Jasper, Alberta, are in the lat- 
ter category. Hell, their debut. Dig Your 
Own Grave, is practically a template for 
the subgenre. This means horror pseu- 
donyms, such as singer “Brad Grave” 
(who used to go by “Brad Hacienda” 
when he was in the rock band The Las 
Vegas Crypt Keepers), pics of the group 
members in zombie makeup and songs 
about graveyards, hot rods, the undead, 
evil women, jail, ghosts, switchblades, 
etc. The group has musical chops, 
though, and there are a few really solid 
dust-ups here, induding the fast-paced 
"Wake the Dead" and the swingin’ 
“Switchblade Louis.” Rene D la Muerte 
of Montreal’s The Brains keeps things 
tight behind the board as producer, 
making Dig Your Own Grave a re- 
spectable. if not groundbreaking, debut. 
In a scene supposedly comprised of 
rebel outlaws, there’s an astounding 


amount of uniformity. Let’s hope The 
Grave Mistakes dig a little deeper next 
time. DA ■ 



BLOOD CEREMONY »« 

Living with the Ancients 

Rise Above/Metal Blade 
Beginning with a lengthy tribute to The 
Great God Pan - which, ironically, is one 
of the few songs here that doesn’t in- 
dude singer Alia O’Brien's haunting flute 
- Blood Ceremony’s Living wiOi the An- 
cients continues the eerie prog seance 
the Toronto occult rockers staged on 
their 2008 self-titled debut. Scratchy 
organ and aural black magic swirl 
throughout magnificently epic jams 
such as “My Demon Brother" and the 
Aleister Crowley-inspired “Oliver 
Haddo,” but don’t expect a musical rev- 
elation. This is nothing that bands such 
as The Devil’s Blood and Ghost - simi- 
larly cured in ’70s analog warmth and 
the doomy, incense-soaked strains of 
Black Sabbath, Coven, Jethro Tull, Jef- 
ferson Airplane and early Heart - aren’t 
doing too. But, if you’ve been pining for 
tunes that sound like they were buried 


in a time capsule underneath a flap of 
shag carpet in the basement of that 
quiet, probably stoned kid from your 
high school art class, man, has Blood 
(Ceremony got a record for you. 



THE DEVIL IN LOVE 

Various Artists 

Malort 

One glance at this double album’s sub- 
title (“A soundtrack to the 1772 occult 
novel") and it’s clear this is no ordinary 
score. In fact. It's not a score at all, but 
22 indie rock/instrumental tracks based 
on Jacques Cazotte’s French novel 
about a young man who summons the 
Devil, and then begins to wonder if Satan 
really is immune to love. While this re- 
lease coincides with the story’s recent 
Swedish translation, one need not be fa- 
miliar with the text to enjoy this offoeat 
collection. The tracks offer a variety of 
instrumentation, in everything from 
modem to more traditional arrange- 
ments. Some cuts have vocal melodies 
(many lilting and captivatingly bizarre), 
while others inject elements of spoken 
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POLTERGEIST 

Jerry Goldsmitii 

Film Score Monthly 

FSM’s two-disc set finally delivers a satisfying 
remaster of Jerry Goldsmith's piercing little 
symphony about cadavers and man-eating trees 
upsetting the idyllic world of ’80s suburbia. Disc 
one repeats the content of the older Rhino CD, 
but the bass and orchestral oomph that was di- 
aled out in the prior release has been restored. Disc two present the original 
album edit with all of the audiophile dynamics present on the original LP. (Grunt- 
ing bass and percussion booms never sound better than when penned by Gold- 
smith.) The saccharine “Carol Anne" theme provides a perfect contrast to the 
grisly orchestral meanness, and while heavily reliant on emotive thematic ma- 
terial. the dense instrumental colours captjre that fine balance between Spiel- 
bergian sappiness being raked over fire and brimstone by Tobe Hooper’s 
directorial sensibilities, as in “Night of the Beast” and the epic “Escape from 
Suburbia.” A mandatory release for one’s collection. MRH %%%$;% 















USFmiEDIllE 


miRflyBL[Wliy[AIHM[T4L 


"Scrcani hlooiiv gore " 

DEATH 

Napalm Death. Exhumed. Carcass. Gbrguts. The band names' are the 
stuff of nightmares. The song titles ("Vomited Anal Tract,” "Fucked with 
a Knife”) are even worse. But the truth is. death metal makes me laugh. 
Ifs just so overblown - the complexity of the playing so absurdly fast, 
the vocals distorted beyond all recognition - that despite the gruesome-, 
ness of the lyrical themes and album art, I find it hard to consider it all 
that terrifying. 

Still, three decades in, death metal remains the go-to genre for fans of 
both sonic terror and blood and guts, and so each time a new record 
comes across my desk with a tttle like Death at the Gates of Delirium 
(from British band Contaigeon) or Opus Mortis l////(out this month from 
Swedish group Vomitory). I listen, hoping to hear something truly freaky. 
Yet so rarely do the hairs on the back of my neck go up that I have 
come to believe that 
death metal is not in fact 
horror music at all, it’s 
just exploitation. Or even 
comedy. 

Now, if you’ll allow me 
to take a step back (and 
out of the way of the hate 
mail no doubt headed my 
way) to how this whole 
thing began, I will sing 
some bloody praise for 
the debut album Scream 
Bloody Gore by metal 
icons Death. Had I actu- 
ally heard this when it came out in 1 987 1 have no doubt it would have 
given me night terrors. The musical equivalent of Evil Dead (which in- 
spired at least one song here), it pushed the boundaries of violent, gory 
lyrics and intensified heavy metal's sonic brutality so powerfully that it 
practically launched the entire genre in America. Even today, its creep 
factor remains high. Ditto the aforementioned “Fucked with a Knife” 
by death metal superstars Cannibal Corpse, from 1994. That shit is 
pure evil, and not just for the way singer Chris Barnes graphically de- 
tails "killing as I cum" like a psychopath possessed. It’s the way both 
of these efforts exercise a modicum of restraint: they let you fill in the 
blanks. And that's fucking scary. 

Admittedly. I’m no expert on death metal. But I'm tired of bands that 
seem to care only about being faster, heavier and more obscene than 
the next. Let’s face it - at this point the growling, unintelligible vocals 
are as scary as the Sesame Street puppet monster they're jokingly 
named after (Cookie Monster, of course) and there’s even a cartoon 
death metal band {Metalocalypse's Dethkiok). A crazy extreme roller 
coaster is still just a roller coaster - safe. But if you're making some 
truly horrific death metal. I’d like to hear it. 
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word and actual dark rites. But despite 
its stripped down, lo-fi leanings, there 
are many layers to be peeled away dur- 
ing repeat listens and the decidely po- 
etic lyrical content, which questions the 
true nature of good and evil, effortlessly 
lures one even further down the rabbit 
hole. The Devil in Love is a reminder 
that musical examinations of Satan also 
have a place outeide of their more usual 
stomping grounds of metal. 
MSKm^ 



DEICIDE mhkl 

To Hell with God 

Century Media 

Deicide is one of the longest-running 
and most controversial bands in 
death metal history, but after twenty 
years and ten albums, cheap shock 
tactics such as burning crosses into 
your forehead or pledging suicide at 
age 30 aren’t going to sell records - 
you need to, as bassist/vocalist Glen 
Benton roars in “Hang in Agony Until 
You’re Dead,” “kill everyone!” The 
quartet's latest isn’t total annihilation, 
but at least Benton’s back to bellow- 
ing blasphemy, after the divorce- 
themed lyrical diversion of previous 
album Till Death Do Us Part. The pace 
has quickened, and not-so-new gui- 
tarists Ralph Santolla and Jack Owen 
have cut back on grandiose soloing in 
favour of groove-laden and furious 
riffs, which works particularly well on 
the anthemic title track, the breakneck 
“Save Your” and the Slayer-like “Con- 
viction." The band hasn’t forsaken 
shred, though, as evinced in “Angels 
of Hell” and the awesome closer “How 
Can You Call Yourself a God?” Not 
quite classic Deicide, but certainly one 
of the band’s better efforts. 

GM 



CRUCIFIEO MORTALS 

Crucified Mortals 

Heix’s Heaobangers 

Having once shared a stage with this 


Cleveland outfit at the legendary 
CBGB’s in New York City, I can person- 
ally attest to Crucified Mortals’ raging 
old school credibility as a live act. 
However, questions arise as to the rel- 
evance of this self-titled debut in 
2011, given the unoriginal nature of 
the material and that some of these 
songs sound as if they've been ges- 
tating since the band originally 
formed almost a decade ago. Though 
the group smartly opens the album 
with their strongest songs - “Sordid 
Treachery," "Hidden Tomb” and “Res- 
urrected Fiend” - the disc’s lasting 
impact is dubious at best when com- 
pared to its stylistic forebears (Celtic 
Frost, Death, Deceased and Mas- 
sacre). Passion, dedication and fury 
abound, but as evidenced by the litany 
of demos and splits that preceded this 
effort, some conceptual expansion of 
the songwriting may be in order be- 
fore world domination appears on the 
horizon. GP %%'■ 



THE GEORGIAN SKULL wul 

Mother Armageddon, 

Healing Apocalypse 

Scarlet Records 

If Down and Clutch stopped being 
pansies and started playing real dark, 
twisted fucking metal, they might 
sound like The Georgian Skull. These 
dudes may hail from the same geo- 
graphic vicinity as RM. but they cook 
up a Southern metal recipe that also 
includes classic Black Sabbath doom, 
Killers-era Iron Maiden guitar har- 
monies and insane, chaotic hardcore. 
Vocalist/lead guitarist Al “The Yeti” 
Bones performs some impressive 
throat gymnastics, going from a 
Danzig power croon to the wail of 
someone being stabbed in the throat 
with broken glass practically simulta- 
neously. The band is best when it 
takes a multi-layered approach, no- 
tably on the track “Possessed Ob- 
sessed,” which seemingly has twelve 
different guitar parts all played at 
once, to a common goal of sonic de- 
struction. It you like doom and stoner 
metal that’s less about getting high 
and more about hellfire and violence, 
look no further. 

AVL 
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L iterary types are probably familiar with the darker side of nursery rhymes 

AND FAIRY TALES. For the uninitiated, seemingly innocent children's fare often served as a warning against 
everyUiing from talking to strangers (Little Red Riding Hoodj to the bubonic plague (“Ring Around the Rosie” 

- though admittedly this has been disputed). Some will also argue that they functioned as historical documents, 
such as "Three Blind Mice" supposedly referencing Queen “Bloody Mary” I’s burning of three noblemen at the stake. 

Chicago death metal institution (bass, vocals) - decided to focus exdu- nation - considers his songwriting a 

Macabre has been following this folk- sively on true crime by their second continuation of the oral tradition of sto- 

loric tradition for the past 25 years, full-length, S/n/sferS/auffWer(1993). rytelling. 

writing nursery itiymes about serial Macabre's music took a turn for the “I realized that what I was doing 
killers and historic mass murderers as bizarre with the eventual injection of was the same thing that was done 

the foundation for its extreme musical children's rhymes, though, a move that before the printing press, when we 

vision - most recently on the appropri- gave the band a vibe that was sickly didn’t have media and ways to foranotherhelpingoffreshmeatei- 

ately titled Grim Scary Ta/es (out now perverted and. well, downright silly. On spread information like we have ther. Death wrote enough material for 

on Vl/illowtip Records). Grim Scary Tales, the track "Bella the today," he says. "Back then, min- a sequel, which should be out next 

"Throughout history there have been Butcher," (about Norwegian-American strels would travel around and, for a year. After that, the band plans to re- 

these little rhymes and ditties that kids serial killer Belle Gunness) includes the place to stay for the night and maybe lease an album chronicling the life of 

would sing while playing or skipping rhyme: “To keep her cleaver busy. Belle some food, they would perform out- Albert Fish, akin to their 2000 con- 

rope, that were about real killers," ex- would run an ad. and men would come side people’s houses, and often their cept album Daftmer. written after 

plains Macabre frontman Corporate a-scurrying, with all the cash they had." songs and poetry were about killers. Death attended the serial killer's trial. 

Death. “Our songs go back to the orig- “Growing up, my mom would buy us ... I brought back an old art form Clearly, the members of Macabre 
Inal intent of nursery rhymes. It's a a lot of children's albums, stuff that had without even knowing it." have immersed themselves deeper in 

warning to people that it’s a crazy a lot of rhymes and nice vocals," ex- While Macabre's sound is certainly the world of serial killers than most 

worid and there are a lot of crazy peo- plains Death. “I got into Dr. Seuss a lot. unique, never has it been more ver- hardened gorehounds. So what 

pie out there. Watch out." It just somehow occurred to me one satile than on the new album, the keeps them coming back for more? 

Formed in 1 985, the band's first re- day that I could play super-heavy stuff band’s first in eight years. Still rooted "I don't think anything is off limits 

lease (1987's Grim /?ea//fyEP) featured to it. You can growl and scream your in technical death metal. Grim Scary for us these days," suggests Death, 

songs about Henry Lee Lucas, "Son of brains out, but it’s not going to have die Ta/es features fourteen distinctan- “Though for the most part I won't do 

Sam" David Berkowitz and infamous same impact as when you include the thems of mass murder, from the spree killers. Guys who went and 

pedophile and cannibal Albert Fish, rhymes.” Uriah Heep-ish ’70s rock of "Mary shot people in one fit of rage like [at] 

While the themes of gore and atrocity Interestingly, Death - who Ann" (about English serial killer Mary Columbine just aren’t that interest- 

typical of death metal were credits a junior high book re- Ann Cotton) to the finger-pickin' ing. Serial killers, on the other hand. 
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also present, the trio - 
rounded out by Dennis 
the Menace (drums) 
and Nefarious 


port on The Story of Bonnie 
andC/ydeanddieduemur- 
der tome Bloodletters and 
Badmen by Jay Robert 
Nash as inspiration for 
his morbid fasci- 


goodness of “The Bloody Benders" 

(about the murderous family 
^ from Kansas). 

Fans won't have to 

wait nearly as long 


can fool everyone. These guys need 
to be studied more to see what 
makes them tick.” 9 
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NOW PLAYING > RIFT. DYING FOR DiYlIGNF. IRAPPED DEAD. ZOMBIE AllEY 



Trion M4y/(Js 




Fans of MMORPGs (mas- 
sively multiplayer online role- 
playing games) tired of 
traipsing across the mystical 
realms of World of Warcraffs 
Azeroth can now strap on 
their pretty little elf booties and hike over to the 
newest high-quality, subscription-based (pay-to-play) 
title. 

Set on the fantasy world of Telara, players must 
battle a brood of bickering gods trying to destroy the 
planet. These destructive deities are tearing through 
the elemental planes that surround the realm by cre- 
ating cracks and rifts that spew out hideous armies 
of skeleton warriors, colossal tentacled beasties and 
hulking dragons with razor-toothed maws eager to 
separate your arms from your armour. 

But before you can bash the baddies, you must 
create a character. First, choose from one of the 
many races that Inhabit the planet - including leg- 
endary dragon slayers called the Bahmi; the Eth, 
proud desert warriors renowned for their survival 
skills; or the Kelari, an arrogant race who believe that 



they’re equal to the gods themselves - then 
select a character class (warriors, clerics, 
rogues and mages are just some of the 
choices available). 

All too soon you'll find yourself immersed in 
the game's incredibly vast, fully interactive 
environment, which is dotted with countless 
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I HEAOSHm; HIGH PRODUCTION VALUE, EASmCONTRQL COMBAT SYSTEM. STUNNING VISUALS 
1 MISFIRES: REQUIRES A SUBSCRIPTION. REPETITIVE BAHLES. LINEAR QUESTS CAN BEOIME BORING 


mountains, dungeons, villages and castles 
just waiting to be explored. Choose to embark 
on structured quests as a solitary crusader or 
assemble teams for maximum monster car- 
nage as you work to stem the tide of beastly 
invaders and save the planet. 

Don’t be surprised, however, if after vaca- 
tioning in Telara, you choose to make its rap- 
idly fracturing reality your permanent 
MMORPG home. 

ANOflEW LEE 
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It’s not surprising that game 
makers want to cash in on the 
current popularity of vampires and the success of TV’s True 
Blood, and what better way to do so than get Sookie Stack- 
house creator/author Chariaine Harris involved in the devel- 
opment process? ' ' 

The result is Dying for Daylight, a game that features a vamp named Dahlia (one of 
Harris’ minor characters) in a world tangentially related to the one she’s created in her 
books. The game’s goal? Travel with Dahlia to ravaged former vamp hot spots to track 
down the "legendary sun potion,” which allows bloodsuckers to walk in daylight and is 
apparently very much worth killing for. Gameplay is a combination of point-and-click 
puzzle solving, find-the-item challenges and carnivalesque mini-games. None of it is 
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HEADSHQIS: OCCASIONALLY WITTY DIALOGUE. ENGAGING CARTOONISH ENVIRONMENTS 
MCflRES; NOT ENOUGH LOCALES. OFFERS ONLY IWRT OF THE STORY. WAY TDD EASY 


overly difficult and the hint button is always 
close at hand if you get stuck, giving one the 
impression this is more for casual gamers and 
diehard Harris fans than anyone else. 

The narrative mystery itself isn’t half-bad if 
you can forgive the occasional over-the-top silli- 
ness of talking undead animals and wildly in- 
consistent voice work. The comic panel cut 
scenes are fun, and there are a few macabre, 
icky moments, though nothing too shocking, as 
the whole world is rendered in a cartoonish fashion. While certainly 
better realized than most budget games of this ilk. Dying for Day- 
light \s unlikely to register on the radar of serious gamers (vamp 
lovers excepted), but if you do happen to fall for the razor-tongued, 
undead heroine's adventures, caveat emptor: this release only 
gives you the first four chapters of her story - for more you’ll have 
to pony up for ttie eventual sequel. 


MONICAS. KUEBLER 







^ TRAPPED DEAD 

PC 

Iceberg Interactive 


I HEAOSHOTS; LOTS OF 01000 AND GORE. GREAT VISUALS. SCARY AMBIENT SOUNDSCAPE 
I MISHRES: CLUNKY MOUSE CONTROLS. REPETITIVE COMBAT. FRUSTRATING CHECKPOINT SYSTEM 


Billed as the thinking man’s Dead Rising. Trapped Dead 
is still a hack 'n' slash affair at heart, though you'll find 
that you’ll do a lot better if you use tactics to lure the dead 
into traps as ammo is limited. So put down the chainsaw 
and try putting your braaaaaiiins to work for once instead. 

ANDREW LEE 


weapons - all you have to do is ap- 
proach an enemy and click your mouse 
until the swinging starts, the blood 
sprays and the zombie drops. 


The college road trip 
is a rite of passage 
that any sophomore 
^ I worth his weight in 
‘,J Jell-O shooters should 
embark upon at least 
once. If you’re lucky, you'll make a few friends 
and maybe even get laid. If you’re unlucky, 
you might end up out of gas in some shithole 
town whose citizenry has just been trans- 
formed into gut-munching zombies, as is the 
case in Trapped Dead. 

You play as Mike Reed, a fratboy on a ben- 
der with one of his best buddies, who sud- 
denly finds himself in the middle of a skinbag 
apocalypse. Armed with only a baseball bat, 
you'll soon be swinging at hordes of sham- 
bling pusbags as you search locales as wide 
and varied as the town jail, a sprawling shop- 
ping mall and a cemetery for more destruc- 
tive weaponry, including crossbows, guns 
and even grenades. Enemies can also be de- 
feated by luring them into areas where pre- 
set traps electrocute, burn or crush them into 
zombie goo. 

Along the way, you'll encounter six other 
playable characters (among them, an ex- 
army dude, a female reporter who swings a 
sword like a sexy samurai and a wheelchair- 
bound doctor who can help heal your 
wounds). 

Presented as a third-person, real-time 
strategy game. Trapped Deatf allows players 
to either go it alone or team up in a four- 
player co-op mode. However, regardless of 
which style of play you choose, combat still 
becomes repetitive, especially with the melee 


ZDMBIE ALLEY 

iPhone, iPod Touch 
SP Hansen Games 

When all you want to do is kill time by blasting away at 
something that can't press charges, drop on by Zombie Alley. 
Standing at the centre of an intersection, you pump out slugs 
as the walking dead come at you from all four directions - each touch of the screen 
fires a shot in the direction you tap. Three types of zombies approach at three dif- 
ferent speeds, and require one to three bullets each to dispatch. Firing more than 
the required number lowers your score. And if you don't take out the vampire bat 
circling the carnage, you’re not leaving the alley. 

Like many 99 cent games (and zombie flicks, for that matter), Zomb/e A/fey starts 
out incredibly addictive but becomes just more of the same once you get the hang of 
it. Each level increases the speed and number of rotters, but the formula never 


9 I HEADSHOTS:ADOi!:TIVE.STRAIGHTFORWARDSHOOT-’EM-UPACTION 
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Changes. While its bird’s-eye view of the action makes for 
straightforward gameplay, it also means you only get to see the 
tops of the zombies’ heads, resulting in minimal graphics and 
gore. This is probably for the best, however, as both the iPod 
Touch and the iPhone 3 1 played this on ground to a laggy halt 
on several occasions, turning me Into instant zombie chow. 

A.S. BERMAN 
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Rue Morgue and Knuckle Supper are giving away TEN PRIZE PACKL, which include 
a Knuckle Supper T-shirt and an autographed copy of the novel, plus one grand prize 
winner will receive a T-shirt, signed book and a Kindle e-reader. 

WINNERS WILL BE CHOSEN AT RANDOM AND NOTIRED BY PHONE OR EMAIL. 
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J||A s her dreaming mind 
■ I tempts her closer to her 
■jS subconscious desires, a 
1^ ■ woman in virginal white lies / m 

stretched across a bed like ' , 

a sacrificial lamb. Her long, flaccid • 

limbs and naked throat expose her 
vulnerable frame, upon which a vile 
incubus perches menacingly. The 
creature's shadow falls upon blood- 
red curtains, showing that his ears 
are more like horns. Behind them, a 
horse thrusts its head through hie 
darkness, eyes rolled back in wild 
abandon. It’s an uneasy meebng of 
{not quite) human and animal, where 
the tremble of anticipation runs wild. 

Intimations of sexual terror, mur- 
der. voyeurism, insanity, body horror 

and the supernatural in Henry Fuselis • 

1781 painting The Nightmare craft a 
depraved and decadent mise-en- 
scene- drawing clear parallels to lit- 
erature. folklore, art history and the 

cultural turmoil of the Enlightenment. Since the advent of film, many have looked back 
at Fuseli's dark mindscape to inject terror into their own onscreen creations. There’s no 
denying the tremendous influence the artist’s most famous work has had on the horror 
genre, as its themes are ripe with Gothic allure. 

The painting’s history is similarly bizarre. Rumours about Fuseli in- 
dulging in opium and ingesting raw pork to conjure vivid, demented 
dreams only add to the work’s surreality. The artist also allegedly had a 
keen interest in the occult, radical philosophies and grotesque humour, 
seemingly antithetical to the Enlightenment, which called for a return 
to reason and clarity. The Gothic threat titillated with its powers of mad ^^9 

sexuality, beauty aligned with ugliness and the brutal, wicked manifes- 
tations of nature. 

Before making his mark amongst British artists, the Anglo-Swiss 
painter - who was ousted from a theology career due to his outspoken 
beliefs - had seen a modicum of success after finding inspiration in the 
Old Italian Masters and the literary dream worlds of Shakespeare. 

Tales of the artist’s unrequited love led some to amclude that Fuseli’s 
sublimated sexual desires for his lost lady left him to portray himself as 
the demon in his own work - further cementing the notion of the artist giving way to the 
monster within. Many of these early Romantic ideals - along with the (unusual) reputation 
Fuseli seemed to deeply desire - were established after The Nightmare caused a stir at 
the 1 782 Royal Academy of London opening exhibition. 

•7* The monsters and sexual dramas of Fuseli's real life may have even inspired 

/ ^ Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein. The 1 81 8 Gothic novel features a passage that 

-nJ directly inspired by The Nightmare. Shelley describes the lifeless body 


of Elizabeth (Victor Frankenstein’s 
cousin-turned-wife), whom the 
creature murders after vowing re- 
venge upon his creator for destroy- 
ing the female companion he 
longed for: “She was there, lifeless 
^1^ . and inanimate, thrown across the 

** bed. her head hanging down, and 

her pale and distorted features half 
covered by hair.” Stories also indi- 
cate mother, the 

writer Mary Wollstonecraft (whose 

an the 

adding more personal 
subtext to the inclusion of the 
^ painting in Shelley's work. 

The origin of Frankenstein is 
also revisited and reimagined in 
Ken Russell's 1986 film Gothic, 
which references The Nightmare 
on its poster and other artwork. 
In one of the movie’s lurid, phan- 
tasmagorical scenes. Shelley - 
played by Natasha Richardson - envisions herself as part of the painting, come 
to life. 

The uncontrollable desires that Fuseli fixated upon are reflected in the vam- 
pire-like image of the incubus. The similarities between vampiric folklore and 
Fuseli's painting suggests that Dracula author Bram Stoker 
may have been influenced by The Nightmare when writing 
^ his 1 897 novel. Both the vampire and the incubus prey upon 

^ their nocturnal victims in similar ways, portending an erotic 

and deadly surrender. 

A V* EdgarAllanPoe'sevocationofFuseliin“TheFalloftheHouse 

of Usher” bypasses the poetics of dark desire, focusing instead 
j: on a shared interest in the subconscious realms. Poe’s 1839 

story makes mention of Fuseli's art when the narrator compares 
a painting in Roderick Usher's house to the “reveries" of the 
5^ artist. Later, Poe describes his narrator's late-night anxiety: "An 

irrepressible tremor gradually pervaded my frame: and, at length, 
there sat upon my very heart an incubus of utterly causeless 
alarm,” 

Later, H.P. Lovecraft wrote in his 1927 short horror story, “Rickman's Model,” 
fliat only true artists can inhabit die shadowlands of the mind ("I don’t have to tell 
you why Fuseli really brings a shiver,.."). As the legacy of Fuseli’s painting endures 
- and continues to inspire the works of other artists, writers and filmmakers 
who dwell in similar realms - die intoxicating blend of sex and nightmares 
will keep making us quake, / , 

ALISON NASTASi \i 
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